“What  nowP”  screamed  Alice.  The  cards  fell 
from  Harry’s  hands.  A  secret  panel  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  wall  went  upward.  Out  rolled  two 
hitman  skulls;  behind  crouched  a  hunchback. 
“Ah  ha!”  he  cried,  pointing  at  Old  King  Brady. 
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The  Bradys  and  the  Pack  of  Car 

OR, 

THE  HUNCHBACK’S  TERRIBLE  SECRET 

By  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE 


CHAPTER  1. 

MAZIE  MARTIN  TELLS  A  SINGULAR  STORY. 

Strange  and  often  terrible  secrets  come  the  way  of  most 
detectivf'.a,  niany  of  irhicli  will  not  bear  telling,  and  the 
woil'^-famons  Bradv.«.  of  the  Bradv  Detective  Bureau, 
rnion  Square,  New  York,  are  bv  no  means  an  exception 
to  th^'  mil'. 

If  Old  King  Brady  was  to  tell  all  he  knew,  more  than 
rn«  prominent  New  Yorker  would  find  the  town  too  hot  to 
hold  him. 

Put  this  honorabli  managed  bureau  is  like  the  confes¬ 
sional.  7t  guards  it.c  secrets  well. 

This  story  is  based  upon  one  of  these  terrible  secrets. 

Thp  partia;;  concerned  in  it  are  now  all  dead  save  one, 
and  it'  jr  bi  her  permission  that  this  story  is  told.  We 
n^'H  nnh  add  that  thesp  events  took  place  several  years 
ago.  For  tb^  first  time  tliev  are  now  made  public. 

ft  was  ov  an  afternoon  in  IMay  just  as  everything  in  the 
parks  Imd  burst  into  blossom  that  the  matter  first  took 
shape  with  the  Bradys, 

'Ti.=s  .Mice  Montgonmrv,  the  famous  female  detective, 
who  is  a  full  partner  in  the  Rrady  Bureau,  chanced  to  be 
croiiinT  I’nion  Square,  where  .sfie  stopped  for  a  moment  to 
at  a  Ix'd  of  lovely  tulips  then  in  full  bloom. 

As  sb''  stood  admiring  them,  she  noticed  a  young  woman 
r»bo  a-  if  she  might  be  a  sale^ladv  in  some  depart- 

m-i.t  efprr.  e'.  ojng  her  elosely. 

Mer  faer*  WOfo  a  nervoiis,  troubled  look. 

■[  ^  .rr,  ;be  made  as  if  sdie  was  going  to  speak  to  Alice,  but 
r'  ^  f'rre  ifie  pulKd  ba^k, 

taking  I'er  in  out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye,  found 
h'-'  aroused. 

f*  d  W..J  «*  ap»  fe  '.ep  me'” /be  a‘kef), 

\  re  '1^  '!  M  --  'f  ontg'vmr m  .  the  detertiT*^  inquired  the 

*  r,/.  iei  rnf-4  a  percop  /-.f  aboijt  twentv-four, 

f  p  rr  f  t.e 

‘  i  V-  '  I  yo  i,  1  u-ed  to  -i  crk  in  c-tacy  l 


I  department  .store.  T  saw  you  in  there  the  time  you  were 
after  that  bunch  of  shoplifters  ^  year  or  so  ago.” 

‘H  remember,  but  T  can’t  sav  I  remember  vou." 

tJ  K 

^bSure  not.  Row  should  vou?  I  was  at  v, the  ribbon 
counter  then.  I  don’t  work  there  now.  I  got  the  bounce 
three  weeks  ago.  and  I  haven't  taken  a  place  since.  I  have 
had  so  much 'else  to  attend  to,  but  T  shall  have  to  get  to 
work  again  pretty  quick  or  starve.  Aren't  those  tulips  just 
perfectly  beautiful?” 

^‘They  are,  indeed,”  replied  Alico,  beginning  to  move 
awary  feeling  that  this  was  just  a  case  of  curiosity,  after 
all. 

She  was  mistaken. 

Tt  was  a  case  of  timidity,  for  one  thing.  The  girl  was 
afraid  to  put  the  proposition  which  was  trembling  upon 
her  lips,  but  when  she  saw  that  she  was  likely  to  lose  Alice, 
she  overcame  that  and  blurted  out: 

^‘Oh,  ]\Tiss  l^Iontgomery,  I  want  to  ask  you  something! 
Do  the  Bradys  ever  take  up  a  case  on  spen?" 

.  “Speculation  you  mean?’’  inquired  Alice. 

^‘Yes.” 

‘‘No;  I  can't  say  we  ever  dn.’’ 

“I'm  in  awful  f rouble.  That  is  to  sav.  pet  so  much  in 
awful  trouble  as  awfully  perplexed.  I  just  don't  know 
what  to  do.  I  suppose  T  ought  to  hriAP  a  fletective.  If  T 
get  a  lawyer  he'll  sure  do  me  out  of  evervihi ng.  I'm  afraid 
to  go  to  the  jiolice.  for  then  the  whole  luivincss  will  get  in 
the  papers,  and  mv  )»icture  will  he  printed,  and  I  shall  he 
chased  hy  reporter.s  and  all  that  sort  of  Imsinecs.  Sa^■, 
"Miss  Montgomery,  if  vou  \ourself  would  just  a<l\iso  mo,  I'll 
pay  you  just  as  soon  as  ever  I  get  some  money.  T'm  sure 
to  have  some  some  day.  for  I’ve  just  come  into  an  estate  of 
near  $200,000:  only  trouble  is  there  isn’t  one  rent  of  readv 
eash  ronnected  with  it.  and  f've  lost  in\  job  and,  rrall\.  f 
1  don't  kni'm  how  I'm  going  to  live,  and.  In  inake  il  uoi>-o, 
sinre  mamma  dierl  a  year  ago  th^  crnuinc  Niigusl,  I'm  all 
alone  in  tlm  Avorld  and  ha^e  to  live  in  a  honid  funiislted 
room  lo  m\'self.  for  mamma's  income  slopped  viiii  Iv'r 
death.  I’m  just  tO'"'  liothcr'-d  for  any! lung.'’ 
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She  socmed  a  regular  talking  machine.  Still,  it  might 
h‘  jii>t  a  ease  of  being  pent  up  beyond  endurance,  Alice 
thought. 

‘A\’hv,  certaiiilv,  I’ll  advise  you,*’  she  said,  ‘^and  you 
needn't  think  about  the  pay.  Come  to  my  oftice  and  yc  will 
talk  about  it.  By  the  way,  what  is  your  name?^’ 

'I'lie  name  was  Mazie  Martin,  it  appeared. 

One  thing  seemed  plain;  the  girl  was  a  frank,  good- 
natured  creature,  which  is  the  sort  that  always  attracts 
Alice. 

Slie  led  the  way  to  her  office,  and  the  girl  told  her  story 
as  follows: 

My  father  was  John  Martin.  He  was  a  carpenter  and, 
as  far  as  1  know,  never  amounted  to  much.  He  died  just 
before  I  was  born.  My  mother’s  maiden  name  was  Anne 
Rightmeyer;  her  mother  v^as  a  Gibbion,  one  of  the  old 
Staten  Island  families  of  that  name.  She  had  a  brother 
named  Jonathan  Gibbion,  who  lived  in  the  old  manor 
house  back  of  Port  Richmond  for  many  years.  About 
twenty-five  years  ago  he  suddenly  left  it  and  went  to  live 
in  a  hotel  in  New  York,  Y’here  he  died  some  six  months 
ago.  He  was  a  very  eccentric  man  and  would  never  speak 
a  word  to  any  one  unless  he  was  absolutely  obliged  to.  He 
would  not  even  sec  my  mother  nor  hold  any  communication 
with  her  except  through  his  lawyer,  Mr.  Carmichael,  but 
he  made  her  an  allowance  of  a  hundred  dollars  a  month, 
which  Avas  always  paid  promptly.  This  ceased  at  her  death. 
As  for  me,  he  Avould  not  see  me.  Once  I  ventured  to  call 
on  him  without  telling  mother,  1  was  so  curious  to  see  him. 
He  sent  word  from  his  room  that  he  Avouldh’t  see  me, 
which,  of  course,  Avas  just  horrid  of  him,  hut  that  v^as  his 
Avay.  Pherybody  said  he  Avas  Avorth  a  million,  and  my 
mother  believed  it,  but  AA^hen  he  died  Mr.  Carmichael  could 
only  find  a  thousand  dollars  ready  cash,  Avhich  Avas  all  used 
up  in  paying  his  funeral  expenses  and  other  debts.  He 
left  a  Avill,  made  just  before  he  died.  He  made  me  his  sole 
heiress,  and  noAv  I  own  the  old  Gibbion  manor  and  a  Avhole 
lot  of  vacant  land  around  it  Avhich,  they  tell  me,  is  Avorth  at 
least  $200,000;  only  trouble  is  you  can’t  sell  it.  I’ve  tried 
everv  Avav,  and  it  took  me  aAvav  from  mv  AA'ork  so  much  that 
Stacy's  manager  fired  me,  and - ” 

She  paused  to  catch  her  breath. 

Alice  Avas  getting  rather  bored. 

“Seems  to  me  that  the  person  you  AA-ant  to  give  you  ad¬ 
vice  is  a  real  estate  agent,  not  a  detective,”  she  said. 

“No,  it  isn’t,’’  replied  ^lazie,  quickly.  “You  don’t  un¬ 
derstand  the  case.  I’m  not  near  through  yet.  What  else 
do  you  suppose  my  granduncle  left  me  besides  all  that  real 
estate  ?’’ 

“I’m  sure  T  haven't  the  faintest  idea,’’  replied  Alice. 

“Of  course  not,  and  you  Avouldn't  guess  in  a  hundred 
year?.  It  Avas  a  pack  of  cards.’’ 

“A  j)Hck  of  cards?” 

“Yes.  Only  think  I  ^Ir.  Carmichael  told  me  to  keep 
them  carefully,  as  they  «urely  meant  something.  He  said 
he  hnrl  a  lotter  of  introduction  about  them  Avritten  bv  mv 
grandum  h'  an-rl  sealed,  lie  said  that  he  Avas  not  at  libertv 
to  open  it  until  a  ceidain  thing  happened,  Init  Avhat  that 
'king  AAn  Im  Avoiild  not  tell,  and  now  he's  dead,  and  all  his 
papt  r  w.  ro  burned  np  in  the  hie  Hre  in  the  Rarclav  Build¬ 
ing  on  Broc  lAvay,  ^ou  knoAv,  bO  1  don’t  suppose  avc  shall 


ever  knoAv  Avhat  Uncle  Jonathan  meant  by  U.aving  ti'o  tljc 
pack  of  cards  unless  some  detectiAe  finds  it  out,  l>ut  he  ^ure 
must  have  had  sojuc  income,  .Miss  .Montgomery,  or  cc 
couldn't  liavc  ])aid  jnanima  a  hundred  o  month  and  liAcd  in 
a  fine  suite  of  rooms  at  the  I'ifth  Aaciiuc  Hotel  like  he 
did.” 

‘Ht  Avoiild  .cecm  so.”  rcj>iied  .Mice,  slightly  more  inter¬ 
ested  now.  *^‘18  that  all 

‘PNo,  XoAv  I  come  to  the  old  manor  house.  Mr,  Car¬ 
michael  told  me  I  must  keep  aAvay  from  it,  and  not  under 
any  circumstances  try  to  enter  it.  He  said  he  Avould  soon 
tell  me  AA'hy,  and  that  if  I  Avould  only  be  patient  ever} thing 
Avould  come  out  right.  So  I  let  him  go  ahead  and  probate 
the  Avill,  and  I  never  Avent  near  the  manor  house.  He  had 
just  finished  that  and  had  turned  the  projjerty  over  to  me 
Avhen  the  fire  came.  The  old  gentleman  Avas  caught  on  the 
ninth  floor,  and  they  had  a  terrible  time  rescuing  him. 
The  shock  was  too  much  for  a  man  of  his  age.  He  Avas  out 
of  his  mind  for  about  two  weeks,  and  then  he  died.  Plvery- 
thing  in  his  office  was  destroyed,  so  noAv  I  suppose  avc  never 
shall  knoAv  Avhat  there  is  about  that  pack  of  cards.” 

‘‘Have  you  the  cards  with  you?”  asked  .Alice. 

“No,”  replied  Mazie.  “They  are  locked  up  in  my  trunk; 
but  noAV  let  me  tell  you  the  rest.  After  Air.  Carmichael's 
death  I  just  had  to  go  to  the  old  manor  house,  of  course. 
It  was  necessar}'  to  find  out  Avhat  it  all  meant.” 

“Of  course;  and  what  did  you  find?” 

“I  found  a  horrible  old  hunchback  living  there.  Nohodv 
seems  to  know  his  name.  He  never  goes  outside  Ihe- 
grounds,  and  A^ery  seldom  is  seen  outside  the  house.  He 
has  lived  there  for  twenty-five  years,  or  just  after  my 
granduncle  left  the  house  suddenly,  as  1  Avas  telling  you. 
"He  Avouldii’t  let  me  in.  "When  I  rang  the  gate  hell  he 
wouldn’t  answer  the  fii*st  lime.  J’lAcn  I  Avent  again  and 
kept  right  on  ringing  until  finally  he  opened  the  windoAv 
and  screeched  at  me  to  knoAv  Avhat  I  Avanted.  I  told  him 
Avho  r  was,  and  that  the  house  was  mine,  and  I  Avanted  to 
come  in  and  see  it.  He  yelled  back;  ‘NeA'er!  Never  I 
Never!’  Then  he  calmed  doAvn  and  Avanted  to  knoAv  if  Air. 
Gibbion  was  really  dead.  1  assured  him  that  he  was.  Ho 
replied:  ‘Then  that  accounts  for  it.  YMu  must  never  come 
in  here,  young  Avoman.  Go  right  away  or  I’ll  set  the  dogs 
loose.’ 

“I  gave  him  as  good  as  he  sent,  Alist  Alonlgomery,  and 
then  he  slammed  down  the  AvindoAv.’’ 

“.And  you  pulled  out?”  asked  .Alice. 

“Not  then.  I  rang  some  more.  I  Avas  determined  to  jce 
the  house  and  to  find  out  what  it  all  meant.  1  didn’t  be¬ 
lieve  he  had  any  dogs.  1  thought  the  talk  of  them  was  ju-t 
bluff.  He  had  them  all  right,  though.  In  a  minute  two 
terrible  big  dogs  came  running  around  the  house  harking 
at  me.  I  tell  you,  Aliss  Alontgomerv.  1  Avas  prettv  well 
scared,  and  I  got  out  as  soon  as  I  could.’’ 

“Mfiien  Avas  this?’’ 

“Tavo  weeks  ago.’’ 

“Have  you  boon  tliere  !“inre:'’ 

“I  VC  been  jia.-t  tlm  house  tAvire.  hut  1  didn’t  Ita  to  get 
in.  1  Avent  down  there  to  ^ce  if  1  ootfid  find  out  s  mietbing 
about  the  hunchback,  but  1  nnildn’t.  No  one  t- 

know  anything  about  him,  except  that  he  ha*  iiM'd  UitJf 


THE  BKADYS  AXD  THE  PACK  OF  CARDS 


3 


for  a  irreat  inanv  voar>.  Xow  ihon.  that's  all  tliere  is  about 
if.  :a;  wouKl  \ou  aJviso  me  to  do:*' 

‘'\\haT  about  another  lawver?” 

‘■Fm  afraid,  MoiUuomerv.  Uiwyers  are  such  skins. 

1  am  'Uily  an  inexperienced  girl.  If  I  do  engage  one  he 
uni  make  me  sign  somelhing  or  say  someihing  which  will 
do  me  >  ..t  of  everything,  sure." 

"thi,  1  don't  know  about  that,"  replied  Alice.  “I  am 
quite  suie  that  Old  King  Brady  can  recommend  a  lawyer 
who  won't  use  you  in  any  such  fashion." 

“If  you  would  only  go  wiili  me - ’’ 

“'J'o  the  manor  Iiouse:" 

4.  \"  , 

1  c^. 

‘Tt  needs  a  man.*’ 

"it  sure  does.  There  must  be  money  somewhere  that  I 
haven't  btH?n  told  of — tliere  just  must.” 

“Old  Hr.  Carmichael  never  give  you  any  hint?” 

“Bless  you,  yes.  He  kept  hinting  all  the  time.  ‘Just  be 
patient  a  bit :  there’ll  he  money  enough  and  to  spare  if 
vou'll  onlv  be  patient/  he  kept  saving,  and  things  like 
that.'' 

“Wliut  a  pity  he  could  not  have  been  more  definite,”  said 
Aliev.  “But  never  mind,  Miss  Martin,  AY  bile  I  can  prom¬ 
ise  nothing.  I  will  })ut  this  matter  up  to  Old  King  Brady. 
Perhaps  he  will  dci-ide  to  look  into  it  foiyyou,  but  don’t 
hope  that  he  will  lake  the  matter  up  and  make  a  regular 
case  of  it,  for  I  don't  think  he  can  spare  the  time,” 

And  with  this  the  young  woman  had  to  be  satisfied. 

Thanking  Alice  for  her  kind  attention,  she  gave  her  ad¬ 
dress  and  went  a  wav. 


ii 


CHAPTER  II. 

.  THE  aiYSTEKY  OF  THE  OLD  MAXOIL 

N 

If  Mazie  Martin  had  remained  outside  the  door  of  the 
Brady  Detective  Bureau  a  few  minutes  longer  she  would  ' 
have  seen  approaching  a  tali,  elderly  gentleman  of  striking 
appearance  and  peculiar  dress. 

He  wore  a  lung  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  an  old- 
fashioned  stock  and  stand-up  collar,  and  a  big,  broad- 
brimmed  white  hat — in  short,  the  man  was  Old  King 
Brady, 

With  him  was  liis  partner,  Young  King  Brady,  a  bright, 
stylish  fellow  in  his  twenties. 

"  You  are  just  too  late  to  hear  a  singular  story,”  said 
Alice,  cojiiing  into  the  old  detective’s  private  oitice  when 
ahe  heurd  liim  moving  about  there. 

“And  what  was  that?”  he  asked. 

‘‘Oh,  you  are  too  busy  to  listen  to  it  now.” 

“Not  at  all,  if  it  is  not  too  long,” 

“Vuii  would  have  thought  it  long  if  you  had  been  obliged 
to  -j-t-  .j  tu  it  the  wav  I  did,  but  I  can  shorten  it  up  all 


rightly.  After  tlie  war  he  continued  in  the  wholesale 
liquor  trade,  with  offices  on  South  William  street,  but  gave 
up  disiilliug,  as  it  had  ceased  to  pay  here  in  the  East. 

“He  had  a  sou  who  was  then  a  man  of,  say,  thirty,  a 
great  gambler  and  sport.  He  was  know’u  on  every  race 
track,  and  was  constantly  figuring  in  the  papers  owing  to 
his  many  eccentricities  and  his  peculiarly  flashy  dress.  Cue 
Christmas  day,  I  should  say  it  was  about  twenty-five  years 
ago  as  near  as  I  can  remember,  the  Kill  von  Kull  was  tem¬ 
porarily  frozen  over — it  was  a  fearful  winter  that  year — 
and  Jack  Gibbion,  as  he  was  alw’ays  called,  started  to'drive 
a  fine  span  of  horses  and  a  sleigh  from  Port  Richmond, 
Staten  Island,  to  Bergen  Point  over  the  ice  on  a  bet.  Ha 
was  said  to  have  been  drunk.  At  all  events,  he  broke 
through  and  was  drowned.  His  body  was  never  recovered, 
but  the  horses  were  picked  out  of  the  Kills  later  on,  some¬ 
where  near  Perth  Amboy.” 

And  how  did  the  father  take  it?”  asked  Harry. 

Very  badly.  He  was  quite  on  the  outs  witli  his  son. 
Had  been  for  a  long  time,  it  was  said.  At  all  events,  they 
did  not  speal:  to  each  other.  Still,  after  the  accident,  the 
old  man  closed  up  Gibbion  Manor,  which  dates  back  the 
dear  knows  how  far,  and  went  to  live  at  the  Eiftli  Avenue 
Hotel.  The  girl’s  claim  is  true.  I  was  told  by  a  Staten 
Islander  not  long  ago  that  Jonathan  Gibbion  had  never 
entered  the  house  since  he  left  it;  that  it  was  in  the  charge 
of  a  hunchback,  who  had  long  been  the  only  servant  the  old 
man  kept.  The  place  was  not  for  sale,  nor  would  Gibbion 
rent  it.  Why,  nobody  seems  to  have  known.” 

“And  the  value  of  his  estate?” 

“It  must  be  large,  Alice,  but,  of  course,  I  have  no  idea 
how  large.  It  is  as  the  girl  says.  The  old  man  must  have 
had  an  income  or  he  never  could  have  lived  in  the  way  he 
did.  The  land  has  become  very  valuable.  As  for  it  not 
being  salable  at  a  price,  that’s  all  nonsense.  Has  he  kept 
I  his  taxes  paid?” 

But  Alice  did  not  know  this. 

“My  curiosity  is  aroused,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “There 
is  some  secret  here  which  may  be  worth  solving.  What  do 
you  say,  Harry?  fShall  we  take  up  this  young  woman’s 
case  ?” 

“I'm  willing,”  assented  Harry.  “Vfe  are  not  so  busy 
tliat  we  can’t.” 

"Xotifv  her  to  that  effect,  Alice,”  said  the  old  detective. 
"I’m  mighty  curjuiis  to  see  that  self-same  pack  of  cards.” 

He  saw  them  next  day  about  three  o'clock,  when  Miss 
Marlin  called  and  brought  with  her  a  copy  of  her  grand¬ 
uncle’s  will. 

It  was  just  an  ordinary  pack  of  playiti'^  cards,  I'atlier 
soiled.  'J'hey  were  enclosed  in  a  black  Icathci-  case,  wliicli 
appeared  to  have  been  (specially  made  foi-  lliein. 
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TIIF  BRADYS 


axd  the  pack  of  cards. 


Riiifii  I'IuihI  leal  estate  and  luude  lutiitioD  of  no 


other. 

'l’hi«'  \va.^  the  rli-i  elause. 


It  uas  one  of  the  old  Huguenot  .ettleinents  of  St.^o^ 
Island  where  numerous  proud  old  families  dwelt.  I 
**  1  have  come  here  for  a  purpose,  said  Old  King  Bra<j\, 
“If  old  .dadarn  Poillon  still  lives  she  will  surely  know  all 

I  handled  a  matter  for  her  some 
veare  a^o,  and  very  much  to  her  satisfaction,  as  she  waf 


'1  hv*  ^;tcond  and  last  clause  read  as  follows:  i  i  •  - 

“  And  1  ulso  yive  and  bequeath  unto  my  said  grand- _  about  the  Oib  lone. 
niece  one  pack  of  plaving  cards,  now  in  possession  of  my  yeare  ago,  and  \ery  w... 

attorucv.  to  be  used  as  he  directs  and  in  no  other  way  :  said  kind  enough  to  sa)  a  e  i,o,np-tpa  1  \on  *qt 

...T.lnipcp  irnme-  almost  the  duplicate  of  the  Cihbion  homestead,  >ou  will 

Nothing  appears  to  have  been  disturbed  since  1 

1  have  little  doubt  that  the  old  lady  still  lives, 


cards  <hall,  liowewr,'  be  delivered  to  my  grandniece  imme-  ^almost 
diatel\  upon  nn  death.”  [perceive 

'I’he  will  was  dated  u  few  davs  after  the  death  of  Mrs. 


though  she  must  be  far  advanced  in  vears. 

They  drove  up  to  the  gate  and  old  King  Brady  walked 
to  the  house  alone,  where  he  plied  the  ancient  brass  knocker 


Martin,  and  it  thus  seemed  likely  to  the  old  detective  that 
it  had  been  pieecdt-d  by  one  leaving  the  property  to  her. 

It  made  no  tm. ntiun  of  tire  hunchback.  Mr.  Carmichael 

was  named  sole  executor.  So  qiiieklv  had  the  lawver  done  vigorously.  ^ 

i-  1  ,1  *  I  I  1  *  1  +  Vr  i  His  rumerous  knocks  brought  a  smartly  dre^bed  maid  to 

his  work  that  he  had  turned  the  property  over  to  Aiazie  be-  >  ^  © 

fore  his  death,  and  had  obtained  his  own  discharge  from  ,  the  dooi, 

tl.e  probau.  .■o.Mt, 

“Miss  Mai  tin,*’  said  (did  King  Brady,  “I. would  like  to 
have  you  leave  those  cards  with  me.  To-morrow  1  will, 
take  up  the  matter  of  the  manor  house  and  see  what  1  can  j 
make  out  of  it.  ("ertainly  this  caretaker  has  no  rights  of  j 
any  kind,  so  far  a<  appears  on  the  surface  of  things,  but’ 
if  he  actually  has  any  claim's  tO  put  forward,  now  is  the 
time  for  hlm  lo  do  it;  he  niust'be  made  to  show  liis  hand 
in  any  case."  '=  '  ' 

Next  morning  Did  King  Brady  visited  several  persons  in 
the  wliolesale  liquor  trade  in  the  hope  of  obtaining  addi¬ 
tional  information,  but  he  could  find  no  one  who  personally 
knew  either  of  the  (libbions. 

In  the  afternoon,  with  Harry  and  Alice,  lie  started  for 
Port  Richmond,  Staten  Island. 

The  old  (.Tihbioii  manor  lay  about  three  miles  distant,  so 
the  Bradys  hired  a  surrey,  and  Harry  drove  out  there. 

“Why,  it  just  one  grand  old  place!”  exclaimed  Alice 
a.s  ‘.hey  drew  near. 

.\nd  it  was  so. 

d'he  house  was  built  of  brown  stone,  with  several  exten¬ 
sions.  It  was  01  considerable  depth.  The  upper  part  was 
of  frame.  A  slojiing  roof  projected  far  forward  over  the 
stone  walls  front  and  rear,  while  the  gable  ends  were  fin¬ 
ished  off  witii  ])ieturesque,  oriel  windows. 

On  the  gable  to  the  south  in  large,  iron  letters  and  fig¬ 
ures  was:  “Oabriel  Oibbion,  1G9(>.” 

'fhe  lioure  stood  in  a  broad  paik,  where  grew  maiiv  tall 
spruce  and  [fine  Ucls.  giving  the  place  rather  a  gloomy 
appearance.  It  was  cut  olf  from  the  road  by  a  higii  stone 
wall,  which  was  topped  out  with  broken  glass. 

On  the  sides  and  in  the  rear  was  a  high  board  fence, 
which  enclosed  several  acres. 

(Jn  either  side  of  this  fence  were  woods,  which  Mazie 
had  explained  to  ( >ld  King  Brady  belonged  to  the  estate 

“  rhis  is  a  line  piece  of  property."  declared  (Jld  King 
Bradv.  “It  is  t-asily  worth  all  the  girl  claims  for  it,  and 
probably  more.  It  is  simplv  absurd  to  have  it  lied  up  bv 
the  presence  of  thn  obstinate  hunchback.  But  let  us  drive 
on.  Ther/  is  ti  village  where  there  are  several- store 
beyond  h*  e.  I  am  uuxiou-;  to  know  all  there  is 
learned  about  tiie  man  before  I  tackle  him." 

'I'liev  ilrove  on  accordingly.  We  don’t  caie  to  more  ex¬ 
actly  locate  the  place  where  they  went. 


■s  just 
to  be 


asked  the  old  detective, 

“Mrs.  Alarean  lives  here,  sir,”  was  the  reply.  “Mrs. 
Poillon  is  Mrs.  Marean's  mother.  She  is  stUl  alive,  but  I  • 
don’t  think  you  could  see  her.  She  is  very  old," 

“Take  mv  card  to  Mrs.  Marean,”  said  the  old  deta-tive.  ; 

He  remembered  the  daughter  very  well,  but  when  he  ■ 
knew  her  she  was  a  widow  under  anotlier  name. 

She  presently  entered  the  parlor  into  which  Old  King 
Brady  v^as  shown,  an  elderly,  faded  'woman  with  a  soft  j 
voice  and  a  pleasant  face.  ! 

“I  remember  you  very  well,  ]\Ir.  Brady,"  she  said,  “and  j 
I  am  glad  to  see  you.  My  mother  still  lives,  but  she  is  to-  ; 
tally  blind,  and  it  is  next  to  impossible  to  make  her  hear,  j 
Still,  1  daresay  she  will  be  glad  to  meet  you  if  we  can  miik^-  j 
her  understand  who  you  are.”  i 

“Perhaps  it  is  not  necessary,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  have  been  engaged  on  a  case  by  the  niece  of  the  late  j 
Jonathan  Oibbion,  who  has  inherited  the  family  estate.  { 
The  young  woman  is  being  barred  out  of  the  house  by  ihe 
hunchback,  who  is  caretaker.  I  want  to  find  out  what  1 
can  about  the  man  before  I  begin. my  attack  on  him.  1 
thought  your  mother  might  be  able  to  post  me.’’ 

“I  doubt  if  she  knows  any  more  than  I  do,”  said  Mrs. 
^larean.  “The  man's  name  is  Hippolyte  something:  if 
he  has  any  other  name  1  forget  it.  He  has  been  nearly  all  ^ 
his  life  in  tne  service  of  the  (Jibl.tioiis ;  he  came  there  when  i 
cjuile  a  boy.  for  fully  a  quarter  of  a  centurv  he  has  lived 

alone.  Mr.  Gibbion  never  entered  the  house  in  all  i 


!'e 


ther 

that  time,  although  lie  used  to  come  there  and  talk  with 
Flippolyto  through  the  gate.  'Phat  we  all  know." 

And  why  would  he  not  enter  his  own  house?  " 

I  don  t  think  any  one  in  the  neighborhood  ha.'  the 
slightest  idea.  The  cliange  came  to  him  at  the  time  of  his 
sons  drowning— do  you  know  about  that?" 

"He  tried  to  drive  across  the  Kills  on  the  ice.  and' broke 
through.  Is  there  any  more  to  it?" 

“No  more  that  1  know,  but  Iheie  has  always  bc\n  a  ro- 
nior  that  Jack  was  seen  that  night.  If  vou'oan  run  the 
rumor  down  you  will  do  more  than  anv  one  else  has  ever 
been  able  to.  .\I r.  (iihbion  ahvays  .lenied  it." 

^  ^  ou  knew  Jack  Gibbion,  then.  Mrs.  MarcaiH" 

Oil.  very  well.  We  grew  up 
as  he  really  as  bad  a  man  a 

■  scarcely  have  been  worse.  He  brv  • 
thera  heart,  he  robbed  hia  father  and  forced  h.w  t 


ehildr»"n 


was  rumoriv;-" 


THK  BRADYS  \YD  THE  EAi'K  ,()]'  CARDS 
I  H.  Kpt  Kjw  eompanv.  (lainbler^  and  iliic-ves  were  Ids  con-.  Alice  and  Harrv.  takiij^'  a  look,  agreed  with  him 


?tari  iM*  euursc.  it  ua>  his  cv..ndui  t  which  drove 

ih«  t'ailnr  insane,  fur  insane  he  ua-'  hevond  all  doubt. 
Miidlv  -v>,  of  i-<)iirst:‘.  It  has  always  been  iny  belief  that 
HtioK.jyiv  ij;  insane,  too." 

;  *'\\ho  ^apjtlics  hini  with  food:” 

"<‘U.  he  sceins  lO  ha\e  plenty  of  money,  (’ertain  trades¬ 
men  iovl,  out. for  him.  'khey  pass  the  goods  thiuugh  a  little 
mndou  in  the  feme  ami  he  hands  out  the  money.  He> 
never  goes  outside  the  fence.  As  for  the  big  front  gate,  1 
don’t  believe  it  has  been  unlocked  these  twenty  years.” 
*•  Were  that  wall  and  the  fence  alwavs  there  as  thev  are 

I:uV\ 

•’Xo.  d'lie  wall  has  been  there  ever  since  1  can  retnem- 
bcr.  out  tile  broken  glass  was  not  put  on  it  until  after  Air. 
(libbioii  left.  Theie  used  to  be  a  picket  fence  before  that. 
At  the  same  lime  he  put  the  glass  on  the  wall  he  built  the 

high  feUcO.” 

“All  this  must  have  excited  the  greates-t  curiosity  in  the 

C*  • 

Deigiiborhood,  Airs.  Ala  lean. 'V  . 

“And  so  it  did,  you  may  be  sure,  but  people  have  grown 
used  to  it  now.  ACobody  would  dare  venture  in  there  on 
account  of  the  dogs.”  ,  . 

“Bloodhounds:'’ 

“Yes.” 

“When  did  they  come  on  the  scene 
“There  were  some.a^  tlie  same  time;  just  after  Air.  Gib- 
bion  left.”  '  . 

They  talked  Cuither,  but  Old  Iving  Brady  did  not  suc- 
cted  in  learning  any  additional  particulars  of  interest,  so 
thanking  Airs.  Alarean,  he  returned  to  the  carriage  to  tell 
Alice  and  Harrv  what  he  had  heard. 


CHAPTER  in. 

THE  DETECTIVES  GET  INTO  THE  OLD  VIAXOIL 

“It  looks  as  if  it  might  be  a  pretty  stiff  propositron  to 
get  into  that  liouse,”  said  Harry  when  the  old  detective 


i'iie  man  appeared  to  be  very  lame.  He  i.aine  hobhlin.c 
along  a  garden  path  which  led  to  tlie  shutter. 

Eviduiitlv  he* thought  lie  liad  been  summoned  liy  somr 
ol  the  tiades  people,  for  lie  opened  the  shutter  withourj 
hesitatiuii,  starting  hack  in  surprise  at  the  sight  ot] 
strangers. 

“Who  aie  you?  What  do  you  waiit  here?”  he  snarled. 
“Go  away  or  I'll  set  the  dogs  on  yon,” 

“No,  no,  Hippolyte,  that  won’t  do,”  said  the  old  detec-j 
tive,  emphatically,  “We  are  here  on  Afr,  Gibbion’s  busi-j 
ness.  1  am  an  oliicer  of  the  law.  Look  !”  ' 

He  displayed  liis  shield. 

It  did  not  have  the  elfect  of  scaring  the  man  oil,  as| 
Harry  feared  it  wmuld. 

He  looked  at  it  intently. 

“Does  that  mean  tliat  you  are  a  policeman?”  he  askedj 
after  a  moment. 

“A  sort  of  policeman — vcs.” 

“Too  late!  Too  late!’’  ' 

He  wagged  his  big  head  and  scowled  liideously, 

“What  do  you  mean  by  that?”  the  old  detective  asked, 
“x'^'o  matter.  Jt  don’t  concern  you  to  know.  You  came 
here  asking  questions.  None  will  be  answeied.  Ell  ask 
you  questions,  ihougdi.” 

“Ask.  vvhat  you  please  and  I’ll  answer  them  if  I  can.” 
“Why  do  you  come  here?’’ 

“You.  know  that  Air,  Gibbion  is  dead  ?”, 

“  AYs,  1  ought  to.  1  see  him  every  night.” 

“You  mean  you  see  his  spirit?” 

“Sure.  He’s  wandering  around  the  house  all  tlic  lime. 

He' told  me  last  night  that  strangers  were  coming,  and 

here  vou  are,  l)ut  he  don't  seem  able  to  tell  me  why  you 
*■  '  .  *  - 

come.  So  I  ask  you — why  ?’’ 

“Air.  Gibbion  made  a  will  leaving  this  ])n)perty  to  liis] 
.grandniece  ?”■ 

o 

“A'cs,  yes;  J  know.  Anne’s  daughter.  She's  been  here| 
raising  a  row.  1  chased  her.” 


had  finislied  his  storv. 

“Yes  indeeil,”  replied  Old  King  Brady;  “however,  theic  'AVcll,  Hii^polyte,  wo  are  working  in  her  interests.  She 
are  wavs  and  means.  If  this  Hippolyte  really  is  a  lunatic,  this  linusc  and,  naturally,  wants  to  see  the  inside  of 

we  can. attack  him  on  that  ground  and  force  an  entrance,  Of  make  some  use  of  the  pioporty.  \ou  have  no 

but  let  u-  try  persuasion  first.’’  ||'<o\voi  to  icJuse  lieu. 

They  drove  back  to  the  manor,  passing  it.  Coming  | 
abreast  of  the  stretch  of  woods,  they  made  the  horse  fast  to  ' 
a  tree,  and  then  all  three  entered  tlie  woods  and  jnished 
on  to  the  fence,  following  a  well-defined  path,  which  Old 
King  Bradv  a.s.sumed  had  been  made  by  tlie  trades  people. 

He  was  ri-du.  They  found  tlie  little  sliuttcr  in  tlie  fence 


“Who  tolls  yon  tliat?  T  am  acting  under  orders.” 
“Who’s  orders?  The  spirit  of  Jonatiian  Gilibion?” 
“'His  and  I’etcr  Carmichael’s.” 

“Air.  Carmichael  is  dead,  too.” 

“Nonsense!  Noliodv  dies.  There  i'^  no  such  tiling  as 


death.  C’armichacl  was  licro  only  tJio  other  night.  He 
whtre  the  path  liit  it.  There  was,  however,  no  sign  uf  a  j  told  mo  that  the  lime  hasn’t  come  yet,  though  heaven 

I  knows  1  wish  it  had,  and  that  1  could  get  my  ich'asc,  for  if 
J  tc.rc  wa-'  a  hell  pull  attached  to  tlie  sliutter,  and  Harry  ^  over  a  man  was  tii'id  of  his  job  1  am  tii’cd  of  mine.” 


ps?!le  <J  it  V  igorouil  v . 

he’*  c  ,uld  licar  iio  bell,  huUcver. 


Aioi 


“What  job?  Do  you  mean  tlie  (-are  of  ilii.^  iKuise?” 
“.Never  von  mind  vvlnu  I  mean,  oh!  man.  X'uw  let  me 


/Og-Idc  th.'  -I'.-iltci  somtboily  had  gouged -out  a  peep-  suv  </!ie  word  to  you,  1  shall  not  syeak  out  till  I  get  the 
lii  Ttr"  i.-ric*i  jome  impatient  grocer’s  or  hutclicf’.s  token.  ’I'hen  you  nor  nobody  else  can  kceji  me  fiom  go- 
hj..  ■  |iflg.” 

n»hJ  i..j»c  applied  hi-  eye  to  this  liole  and  was!  “And  what  is  the  token  ?” 

-V'U’.l .  ’o  uNijwuncc  tlie  jpproaeli  of  the  hiim.'h-!  “  \h  !  I'm  mu  telling.  If  Mr.  Gibbion  did  not  tell  it 

I  in  his  will  it  is  not  tor  me  to  tell  it  lu  \ou.” 

,.E  cL;.  '  I,”  be  laid,  “He  has  a  he&d  ,  '  Can  vve  come  iji  and  liavc  a  look  at  the  hou-’c?” 

yii  L»u*  <*  i^dJ  '  'No,  ^ou  can  1. 


6 


THE  BIIADYS  AND  THE  BACK  OF  CAKDS. 


“But  1  Iiave  it  in  iiiy  power  to  force  an  entrance.” 

“  Berhap?.  It  will  only  be  forced  overy  iny  dead  body, 
then,  and  Anne  Hightineyer's  daughter  will  lose  half  her 
inheritance  in  that  case,  so  I  advise  you  to  beware.  Be¬ 
sides,  if  you  atu*in]>t  to  force  an  entrance,  1  shall  set  the 
dogs  on  you.  1'hey  will  tear  you  to  pieces,  for  they  are 
very  fierce.” 

“if  you  would  only  tell  me  what  this  token  is - ” 

“1  won't.  Now  r  am  going  to  close  the  shutter,  and  I 
want  you  to  go  away.  J  suppose  you  will  come  back  with 
the  police.  ^'eI■y  good.  Let  them  kill  me.  I'm  ready.  In 
that  case  I  warn  you  again  Anne  Eightmeyer's  daughter 
will  lo^e  half  her  fortune.” 

“But  what  is  she  to  do?” 

“What  Beler  Carmicliael  told  her  to  do — to  wait  for  the 
accepted  time,  which  must  be  very  soon.” 

“And  what  will  happen  then?” 

“I  shall  notify  her  to  come  here  and  take  possession.” 

“'Have  you  her  address?” 

“Xo,  I  haven't.  You  can  give  it  to  me,  I  suppose?” 

“1  will  give  you  my  card.  You  can  notify  her  through 
me.”' 

I  He  took  the  card  sullenly  and  then  closed  the  shutter, 
and  they  could  hear  him  shuffling  away. 

“'d’hat  man  is  certainly  crazy,”  remarked  Alice. 

i  “There  is  no  doubt  of  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “He 

,  is  probably  in  possession  of  some  family  secret  which  has 
driven  him  7nad,  It  is  very  singular,  however,  that  Mr. 
Gibbion's  will  did  not  provide  for  this  emergency.” 

“If  ^Ir.  Carmiehacl  had  lived  he  probably  could  have 
explained  it,”  said  Alice.  ^ 

“Doubtless,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but  Mr.^Car- 

•  michaci  himself  was  an  old  man  and  should  have  taken 

\ 

the  possibility  of  his  deatli  into  consideration.  He  did  not 
scorn  over  anxious  to  throw  light  on  this  mystery,  which, 
considering  the  way  he  riislied  the  settlement  of  the  estate 
through,  is  strange.” 

“And  what  shall  you  do?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Give  up  for  the  present,”  was  the  reply,  “but  I  shall 
come  here  soon  again.” 

,  \fter  they  got  into  the  surrey  and  were  driving  along, 
Alice  suddeidy  exclaimed: 

■Alt'.  Bradv,  are  we  bliiid?  The  pack  of  cards  is  the 
t...kon  !” 

“  (  Cl  luinly,”  replied  the  old  detective,  quietly.  “x\ny 
one  can  see  that !" 

“Why  didn’t  you  sliow  it  to  Hippolyte,  then?”  asked 
Harry. 

“For  the  excellent  reason  that  1  left  it  in  my  office.” 

“Dh!” 

“  1  shall  come  again  with  it,  and  I  think  I  shall  come 
under  the  cover  of  darkness.” 

“But  the  dogs?” 

“d’ho  danger  is  no  greater  at  one  time  tlian  another. 
Some  madmen  arc  less  mad  at  night  than  in  the  daytime.” 

“'rin.  nilu  is  the  other  wav  1  Imve  nlwavs  heard.” 

I  rue;  but  there  are  txeeid ions  to  everv  rule.” 

And  <  dd  Ivij’g  Brady  iipuii  reaching  Bold  Uichmond  re- 
tng  v^c  d  the  ‘Hi  re',  fnv  ciglit  o’clock. 

Bioini  Bn  uii  time  the  Bradys  turned  up  at  I’urt  Eich- 
Uioud  again. 


The  sniu'ey  was  waiting  for  them  at  tlu'  Kajdd  Transit 
station. 

“1  .slioiild  like  to  have  vou  rofr.e  with  us,  yor.nz  man," 
said  the  old  detective.  “We  mav  have  to  leave  this  team 
on  the  load  for  quite  a  y. Idle,  aiid  1  don't  care  to  a-^ime 
the  resiionsihiiitv.”  i 


“I  can  go,”  was  the  rcplv,  “but  f  sliall  liave  to  notify 
the  boss  fir.st.” 

“Do  so,  and  then  drive  us  to  the  Gihhion  manor.  Knotv 


where  that  is?’* 


“1  sure  do,”  replied  the  young  man,  with  a  great  display 
of  curiosity. 

“You  been  there  before?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  Nve  have  been  there  before,”  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“Tlien  you  know  there’s  fierce  dogs?" 

“Yes,  we  know.” 

“You  never  can  get  in.” 

(( q,,  m 

u  I  e . 

“He  don’t  never  let  no  one  in.” 

“Meaning  old  Hippolyte?” 

“I  mean  that  crazy  hunchback.  I  don't  know  what  his 
name  is.  Y"oa  wouldn't  catch  me  in  that  house  even  if  1 
could  get  in.” 

“Why?” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right.” 

“'Ghosts  ?” 

“So  they  say.” 

“Who  ever  saw  one?” 

“Don’t  ask  me.  i  sure  never  did,  and  don't  want  to.” 

“Y"ou  wouldn't  be  afraid  of  a  little  thing  like  that.” 
said  Old  King  Brady,  dryly.  “Ghosts  are  only  people, 
after  all.  Why  should  tliev  harm  you?” 

Tliis  reasoning  was  too  much  for  the  young  fellow.  Ho 
touclied  up  the  horse  with  the  whip,  but  made  no  reply. 

In  due  time  they  reached  the  old  manor. 

“Well,  here  we  are,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady  as  they 
drew  near  the  big  gate.  “Xow  to  see  how  our  scheme  is 
going  to  work. 

A  surprise  came  to  them  at  the  very  start,  for  the  gate 
now  stood  wide  open. 


It  will  be  remembered  that  i\rr3.  Marean  liad  distinctly 
stated  that  it  had  not  been  opened  in  many  years. 

“How  is  this?  The  gate  is  open!”  cried  Harry. 

“J  never  seen  it  open  before!”  exclaimed  the  driver. 
“If  you  want  to  get  at  old  Hnmpty  you  have  to  ring  the 
bell  on  the  side.  Wo  boys  used  to  ring  it  just  to  make  him 
mad  and  hear  him  sputter.  He  used  to  say  he'd  set  the 
dogs  on  us,  but  he  never  did.  I  never  seen  one  of  the  dogs 
outside  the  fence.” 


“How  many  are  there?”  asked  Alice. 

“Three,  and  they  are  whoppers,”  was  the  reply.  “But 
I  don’t  understand  about  the  gate.” 

“Did  you  ever  see  the  old  hunchback  outside  the  feiwe?” 
asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Say,  I  did  wiinst  over  by  \’an  Voorliis'  swamp,"  re¬ 
plied  the  boy,  “and  he  like  to  scart  the  life  cut  of  me; 
he  came  onto  ns  so  smhh  n.  'riial  was  tliroe  uars  ago.  U 
was  laie  at  night,  and  Im  just  j^opiicd  out  of  the  woods  and 
veiled  at  us.  Gee,  didn't  we  run!  It’s  the  onl\  time  over 
1  seen  him  outaide  the  place.” 
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^'^fy  flll  got  out  jiihI  stood  dtbr.tin^  what  to  do. 

"A  ihan^o  )»«5  cvidomly  oomio  over  the  spirit  of  llip’po- 
!yie'>  du.nus.*’  ^niark-'d  (Md  King  nradv.  “and  .1  i-annot 
hoI;>  fivlin?  that  our  Nisi!  ha^  hrongh.t  it  about.  I  don't 
Wiovo  thoro  are  any  dogs  loose  in  tliere.  If  they  wore 
they  would  have  made  their  presenee  known  before  tliis. 
Kn  us  go  boldly  in.  If  nc  are  attaeked  I  shall  not  hesitate 
t*'  'hoot  them.” 

They  started  up  the  broad  walk,  which  wa.<  (piitc  over- 
gro.vn  with  grass. 

“How  long  sliall  1  v.ait  for  vouse.  boss?"  Lalled  tlic 
dri\cr. 

“Till  we  return,"  rej)lied  the  old  detective. 

“But  s'pose  you  don't  never  come  back?" 

“In  that  case  you  will  have  to  wait  there  the  halanee  of 
your  life,  1  suppose,"  chuckled  tlie  old  detective  as  they 
w.atked  on. 

Seen  at  close  range,  the  old  manor  looked  even  more 
gloomy  than  when  viewed  from  the  road. 

The  windows  were  concealed  behind  closed  blinds,  save 
in  one  or  tn  o  instances  where  a  blind  had  dropped  off  from 
sheer  old  age. 

Shades  were  drawn  behind  the  windows  thus  exposed, 
so  nothing  could  have  been  seen  of  tlie  interior  even  if  it 
had  been  davlight. 

There  was  no  piazza. 

Stone  steps  with  an  iron  handrail  led  up  to  the  heavy 
carved  front  door. 

There  was  an  ancient  knocker  representing  a  lion’s  head 
with  a  ring  in  the  mouth,  and  finding  the  door  fast,  the  old 
detective  worked  this  vigorously,  but  it  brought  no  reply. 

They  tried  a  side  door  with  as  little  success,  and  then 
went  around  to  the  rear,  where  the  outer  door  in  the  main 
house  stood  wide  open. 

There  I*’  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  ‘^Hhe  unexpected 
has  happened.  Evidently  Hippolyte  wants  visitors  now. 
It  wouldn't  surpri.se  me  if  the  fellow  had  taken  himself  off. 
Certainly  there  arc  no  loose  dogs  around,  or  we  should  have 
heard  of  them  before  this.” 

He  got  out  his  flashlight  and  turned  it  in  on  (lie  broad 
hall. 

It  was  as  v/ide  as  an  ordinary  room,  and  ran  through  to 
the  front  door. 

Here  there  was  an  open  fireplace  and  an  enormous  sofa. 
Several  portraits  in  tarnished,  fly-specked  gold  frames  hung 
from  the  wall.  The  car^jet  was  a  mere  rag;  dust  and  dirt 
covered  everything.  In  one  corner  wa.s  a  heap  of  si  raw, 
upon  vhich  the  dogs  had  evidently  been  in  tlie  habit  of 
pieeping. 

“ H ippol '  te  I'’  shouted  Hid  King  Brady,  “Hijipolyte,  arc 
yo  i  in  ride  there?" 

'i  here  wa?  no  answer,  bnt  the  words  “inside  there" 
vr-'Ii  e^  liocf!  I'C'-k  Ihrongh  the  long  hall, 

'fbe-  na--''d  in  and  went  from  room  to  room, 

$ 

'I  lif-’T  a  I’o  f' idenro  that  anything  had  hccu  disturbed 
frf  -I  air.  ■'p''  . 

H;;ndrrd-  '-f  .'lamed  piiluicr,  both  <iil  paintings,  nii’f- 
p',n*-  ifT'  I  ecgf.r  mg',  hung  from  llic  walls,  some  of  them 
hr'rrj  '  ^1  '  ahm.  ftbl  King  f’''ady  declared. 

Jt  'he  rasoc  •  itli  liic  old  (.olonial  fiiniiturc.  There 
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were  pieces  here  Avhich  would  have  driven  a  collector  of 
sui'li  tliingc!  wild, 

“These  rooms  haven’t  been  cleaned  in  vears,”  declared 
Alice,  “Coodness,  what  a  mass  of  dust  and  dirt!” 

’Bhe  kitchen  was  the  only  room  which  showed  signs  of 
recent  occupancy.  Here,  evidently,  the  hunchback  made 
his  home. 

Ho  was  not  licre  now,  however,  nor  could  they  find  him 
on  the  floor  above,  the  description  of  which  must  he  re¬ 
served  for  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  lY. 

TTTE  SECI.JET  IS,  IN  PART,  REVEALED. 

'^AVell,  we  are  inside  the  old  manor,  at  all  events,”  re¬ 
marked  'b'oung  King  Brady  as  they  ascended  the  broad 
staircase. 

‘‘Yes,  and  through  no  shrewdness  of  our  own,”  replied 
the  old  detective.  “Something  has  surely  happened  since 
our  previous  visit  to  turn  that  man  from  the  purpose  in 
which  he  has  so  long  persisted.  “You  will  remember  what 
he  said  about  being  anxious  to  get  away,  and  that  it  could 
not  be  long,  and  so  on;  remarks  which  conveyed  no  special 
meaning  to  us,  but  a  meaning  they  must  have  had  just' the 
same.” 

“Could  lie  liave  been  acting  as  guardian  for  some  one 
who  lived  licre  with  him,  think?”  questioned  Alice. 

“The  idea  naturally  suggests  itself,”  replied  the  old 
detective,  “and,  of  course,  following  out  that  line  of 
thought,  one  is  left  to  wonder  if,  after^  all.  Jack  Gibbion 
was  not  drowmed  in  his  mad  venture  on  the  ice,  but  lived 
to  b^me  that  some  one.  Granting  this,  one  naturally 
asks  Weself  to  wliat  terrible  condition  the  man  could  liave 
been  reduced  to  make  it  necessary  to  kcc})  him  concealed 
here.  But  it  is  all  guessAvork,  anyway,” 

JJiev  Avent  from  room  to  room. 

%./ 

Some  Avcrc  finely  furnished,  others  had  been  stripped  of 
evorvthing. 

As  hcloAv,  dust  and  dirt  reigned  evervAvhere. 

There  was  one  room  AAdiich  AA^as  still  fairly  Avell  furnished,  • 
and  Avhicli  they  assumed  must  have  been  occupied  by  Hip¬ 
polyte.  ' 

The  lied  liad  recently  been  slept  in;  there  Avas  a  cheap 
mederu'  lamp  licre,  and  articles  of  clothing  in  a  closet. 

The  plastering  Avas  miich  broken  in  this  room,  but,  on 
tbe  other  liand,  it  was  the  cleanest  room  they  had  vet  en-  - 
to red. 

But  besides  thc.«e  things  there  Avere  others  Avhicli  indi¬ 
cated  ha.sty  flight. 

The  (IraAveis  of  a  large  bureau  hung  open,  and,  though 
empty,  could  not  have  been  so  long. 

In  one  corner  were  a  lot  of  old  neckties,  stockings,  shirts 
and  articles  of  undcrAvear,  things  vhicli  had  liastily  been 
heaped  up  there  Avhen  the  draAvers  Averc  overhauled  as  not 
worth  taking  away. 

“'i’hc  liuni  lin;-  siini'ly  ))ullcd  out,"  declared  Old  King 
Bradv,  “W’iiy,  wc  may  never  knoAV.” 

“I-  Ih.erc  a  floor  above  llils?”  quest ioiird  Alice. 

“A  garret,  iirolcibly,"  Avas  the  re];ly.  “  Ld  us  |ook  for 
it.*’ 

TliC'  found  I  he  dooiq  but  here  they  found  tlicmoclves 
cut  oil’. 
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It  wa?  securely  nailed  with  man}'  nails,  and  evidently  had 
)er'n  in  tliat  condition  for  a  long  time. 

“d'hc  secret  lies  concealed  upstairs,*’  said  Harry. 

■’Yes.  and  probably  there  is  some  other  way  of  getting 
nto  the  place  than  through  this  door,*’  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“But  let  us  return  to  the  hunchback’s  room  once  more,*’ 
ie  added.  “T  don't  feel  satisfied  with  the  examination  we 
nade  there.  AVe  must  not  forget  what  he  said  about  that 
^irl  being  in  danger  of  losing  half  her  fortune.  There 
nay  have  been  hidden  money  here.” 

’’Listen  !*’  breathed  Alice.  ’’For  pity  sake!” 

A  wild,  unearthly  cry  had  suddenly  resounded  through 
the  house. 

From  n  hat  direction  it  came  it  was  hard  to  tell. 

Again  it  was  heard.  A  pitiful  cry.  mournful  and  pro¬ 
longed.  dying  away  slowly. 

“In  the  gaiTct  !*’  breathed  Alice. 

”now!i  on  the  first  floor,  I  say !”  added  Harry. 

“Behold  how  our  ears  deceive  us,”  said  the  old  detec- 
rv.c.  ’’Mine  have  deceived  me  so  many  times  that  I 
wouldn't  undertake  to  sav  from  what  direction  that  erv 
came.  It  is  hard  to  tell  under  such  circumstances,  when 
me's  imagination  is  naturally  excited.” 

“Jt  Acas  human,  at  all  events,”  said  Harry. 

“T  wouldn't  even  ivant  to  sav  that.*’  answered  Old  King 
Brady.  ”It  might  have  been  a  dog.” 

d'hoy  s+fAcd  listening,  but  the  cry  was  not  heard  again. 
S-'cn  they  returned  to  Hippolyte’s  room,  as  they  had 
come  to  call  iL 

“There  inav  be  a  secret  panel  here,”  observed  Old  l^ing 
BiMdv .  ”'l,ight  the  lamp,  Harry.  1  propose  to  try  an 
e.vp'^rimcnt.  That  man  may  be  listening  to  every  word  T 
sa;. .  Hp  if;  an  eycpodingly  shrewd  felloAV,  and,  really,  I  am 
beginning  to  feel  a  great  respect  for  him.” 

“'rhi.i.  iva.s  said  aloud,  and  was  intended  for  Hippolyte's 
cars,  of  cAursp.  in  case  he  reallv  ivas  within  hearing,  ' 
M  he  lamp  lighted,  (did  King  Brady  produced  the  pack  of 
ra  rds. 

" 'A'n-  then,  here  v-c  have  the  token,*’  he  said  aloud. 
“Before  VP  had  tim  faithful  servant,  but  were  without  the 
tokpo.  What  \vo  .V, ant  is  to  bring  the  tvo  together,  and 
tiipu  the  (■a.=‘A  ill  hp^in  to  move.” 

Ifr  foot  t Im  can].;  from  their  ease  and  hecan  shuffling' 
them,  h.'-tcnmg  intently  and  with  his  eves  roaming  evei’}- 
nlipip,  but  he  could  neither  see  nor  hear  anA thine 

“(f  wr  'vpfp  onl;.  possessed  of  his  power  to  soc  .spirits,*’ 
lie  pontimmd.  “If  old  .lonathan  (lihbion  would  only  turn 
np  and  tell  u-  v.hnt  to  do.'* 

Still  no  -^oiind.  hut  as  they  stood  there  silentlv  listening. 
Old  King  Brad;  .-inbicnly  dropped  the  pack  of  cards  ami 
in.ado  a  dart  out  into  flm  hall. 

Harrv  (jiiicklv  followed. 

<*ld  King  Po-ady  stood  thero  throwing  his  flashlight 
around, 

‘What  non  demanded  Darn. 

“1  tbonght  f  heard  footsteps.” 

•  \nd  m  did  1.  tfeard  them  distincth  just  as  vou  gave 

t  ■'  lump 

^ga|n  thPA  pm  bed  on  from  room  to  room.  Alice  follow 
I  ’g,  t”  t  t  m  'ul  ]  dis  OAer  nohod}. 


‘^Too  many  for  n.=,*’  said  the  old  iletirtiAe.  ‘‘L  ^vill  he 
necessary  for  one  of  n.«  to  take  up  liis  •piarter?  in  tbi.s  hou.-e 
if  we  expect  to  solve  the  niy.'tery,  and  tliat  is  what  we  .=!rjll 
have  to  do.” 

“And  Avhat  now?"  asked  Alice. 

“Oh,  we  may  as  well  pull  out.  I  suppose,"  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  “I  don’t  see  that  we  can  do  anything  more 
to-night.  If  Friend  Hippolyte  would  only  favor  us  with  a 
point  or  tivo,  it  might  be  better  all  around.*’ 

Harry  took  up  the  pack  or  cards  aud  began  running  them 
over. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  by  the  table  still  studying  the 
room  when  suddenly  a  chuckling  laugh  was  heard. 

’^Good  gracious!  W'hat  nov  ?*’  screamed  Alice. 

The  cards  fell  from  Harry's  hands. 

A  secret  panel  in  the  lower  part  of  the  wall  went  up¬ 
ward. 

Out  rolled  two  human  skulls  ;  behind  crouched  a  hideous 
hunchback. 

‘’Ah,  ha  !”  he  cried,  and  pointed  at  Old  King  Brady. 
“Ah,  ha  !”  * 

It  Avas  Hippolyte. 

He  had  shown  himself  at  last. 

The  hnnchback,  instead  of  coming  out  as  thm-  expected 
lie  Avas  going  to  do,  seized  one  of  the  skulls  and  eoAvled  it  at 
Old  King  Brady,  liitting  him  m  the  shins.  The  other  he 
shied  at  Harrv  in  the  same  fashion,  slioirting  <as  he  did  so: 

“All  OA'er  noAv !  Time's  up!  -My  promise  is  fulfilled: 
as  for  the  token,  take  it  away.  You  aro  all  loo  late!" 

The  panel  dropped  over  him  and  he  Aanish^d. 

Old  King  Brady  sprang  fonvard.  hoping  to  prer'cnt  its 
closing,  but  he  Avas  not  quick  enough. 

The  strange  creature  had  stolen  a  march  on  them,  for 
liie  Avhole  affair  was  but  the  work  of  an  instant,  and  the 
skulls  alone  remained  as  a  pro’of  of  his  inlriLsion. 

“Queer  card,  that  felloAv!"  obserA'ed  llarrA,  picking  up 
the  skull  AA  liich  had  come  liis  way. 

"For  goodness  sake!'’  eried  Alice’.  “  Wlioever  that  be¬ 
longed  lo  mml  have  been  murdered.  The  vlndc  top  of  the 
head  is  crushed  in.'’ 

“And  it  is  the  same  Avith  this  one."  added  <dd  King 

V. 

Brady,  picking  np  the  other  skull,  “hnt  it  is  a  matter  of 
long  ago.  These  skulls  are  surely  old." 

He  examined  tlmm  more  careful] v. 

“BrobaWy  both  women."  he  said  at  last. 

“Hoav  do  yon  jiidge?"  a.^ked  Alice. 

“From  their  sba]Ae.  Of  conrse,  1  can't  be  sure.  Fm  not 
anatomist  onongli  for  Hint." 

“Are  von  going  to  atiompt  to  follcm,  IHppoBte  up'" 
asked  Harry. 

“1  AAoiiUl  if  I  could."  was  the  reply,  “but  T  ha\e  no  idea 
j  ran  break  through  that  panel  without  an  axo." 

They  tried  it.  but  found  il  impossible.  Tb'^  panrj  pro-ied 
to  be  of  solid  oak." 

“'Perhaps  tliere  is  an  avc  in  the  barn,"  Hi.ggested  H.arrA'. 
“Bball  1  go  and  sec?" 

Old  King  Brad  A  Imsitated. 

“I  should  grcatlA  prci'cr  not  going  ,ihend  vitH  I'hp  bu.u 
ness  until  davligbt."  be  ^;^ld.  leok-jng  at  Vlire  i;nr"t-d\. 

“\ov, .  don  1  fuss  ai'ont  rue,"  ,.nd  \  •  It  t’-'e;,'  h'-i. 

'been  moiie\  lu.!<!cn  m  tlis  Ikukcc.  .lud  Hipp';\t(  jj. 
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paring  to  lor.xe,  lU'  he  e\iuently  ir,  then  the  chaiioes  are  he 
will  euri\  It  away  with  him.  ami  tluit  we  ought  to  prevent.” 

“That  iv  inV.”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “You  have 
statevl  inv  belief.” 

"Ell  go  to  the  barn  and  make  a  try  for  an  axe,”  said 
Harry. 

“\\\  will  all  go.”  said  the  old  detective.  “Let  us  stick 
tos:eth.or.” 

He  carefully  secured  the  pack  of  cards,  but  left  the  skulls 
on  the  table. 

Thev  went  outside  and  made  their  wav  to  the  barn.  Now 
if  ever  it  was  a  case  of  dogs,  but  none  made  their  appear¬ 
ance. 

'i'hcv  found  no  axe  in  the  barn,  but  one  turned  up  in  a 
wood-house  atcaclied  to  it.  and  they  returned  to  Hippo- 
lytc's  room. 

But  the  axe  was  not  needed. 

d  he  secret  panel  now  stood  open,  propped  up  with  a 
stick. 

I 'angling  from  it  was  a  slieet  of  paper  secured  by  a  pin, 
on  which  ^s  scrawled  : 

“The  road  to  the  grave  !” 

O 

“Atfatters  are  oertcimlv  getting  warm,”  observed  Harry. 
“Whose  grave  does  the  crooked  creature  moan?  Ours?” 

“It  inajj|be.  so.  We  certainly  run  a  great  risk  if  we  fol¬ 
low  this  matter  up.” 

“I  insist 'that  you  shall,”  said  Alice.  “A"ou  are  only 
holding:  back  on  my  account,  and  you  know  it.” 

“Will  you  walk  into  my  parlor  says  the  spider  to  the 
fiy,”  said  Harry.  “The  invitation  is  not  a  cheerful  one.” 

Alice  took  out  her  electric  flashlight. 

“This  is  my  case,”  slie  said.^  “If  vou  two  won’t  go,  I 
wUl.” 

She  was  right  when  she  said  that  the  Bradys  were  only 
holding  back  on  her  account. 

Seeing  that  she  was  determined,  Old  King  Brady  took 
the  flashlight  from  her  hand  and  craMded  undei-  the  secret 
panel.  Harry  followed  him.  Alice  brought  up  the  rear. 

The  low  passage  only  extended  a  few  feet,  ending  at  a 
sort  of  well,  in  which  was  built  a  flight  of  winding  stairs 
set  in  an  angle  of  the  old  building. 

They  extended  both  upward  and  downward. 

The  Bradvs  hesitated  as  to  which  direction  to  take  first. 

“We  mav  as  well  tackle  the  garret,”  said  Harry.  “Evi¬ 
dently  this  is  the  secret  road.” 

He  led  on  up  the  staiis  and  hailed  at  an  open  door. 

/J’he  garret  was  all  open  and  contained  scarcely  any¬ 
thing.  -  .p*  * 

In  one  comer  there  were  chains  hanging  from  a  heavy 

I  ‘’"E 

'I  hc  floor  around  this  post  was  littered  witli  straw’.  Near 
il  *,fcrc  severul  rubber  balls — children's  toys,  a  railroad 
made  of  wood,  the  cars  being  of  unusual  size  I'ui’  a 
t.i..  a-j  WdS  the  locomotive,  wliicli  wa«  in  a  broken  condi¬ 
tion 

1  O'  f'-  'Vfefc  ’e'Cral  tin  pa/i*,  whicli  bad  coritaincd  food  a 
t,  ,vffi  t*  icii  bbirig  t.ru-h,  and  old  clothes  u  hicli  Sccined 
;  »,M  ^  bi.cfi  U"  J  for  aipir.g  up  the  floor. 

H;  ..n  .'a.r  pait  a-  'c  r..'.eial  blankets,  some  of  them  quite 
it'  "  .'i’*d  he/*'  a  bor'cwhip  bung  f/oiii  a  iiail. 

j  n.i  w-i  *.o>ul  ull  the  Br*id;s  suW  in  the  gar/et  worth 


noting,  unless  we  may  mention  a  few  articles  of  a  man’ 
clotliing. 

There  were  w  indows  at  the  gable  ends,  hut  tliev  liad  beei 
boarded  up.  Ijiglit  was  fuimished  through  a  large  skvligli 
overhead  which  was  so  ari'anged  that  it  could  be  raised  fo 
ventilation  ;  also  by  a  modern  hanging  lamp  which  could  b 
rai-ed  and  lowered  by  means  of  a  chain  and  pulley. 

“Now  wdiat  do  you  make  of  all  this?”  questioned  Harry 
looking  around. 

“How  does  it  suggest  itself  to  you?”  asked  the  old  de 
tective. 

“Why,  I  sliould  say  that  some  one  had  been  held  a  pi’is 
oner  here  chained  to  that  post.” 

“It  is  manifestly  so.  To -my  mind  there  can  be  but  on 
explanation  of  it  all,  and  that  is  that  this  garret  lias  lon^ 
been  the  home  of  a  dangerous  lunatic  who  played  witl 
those  toys,  lapped  his  food  out  of  those  pans  like  an  animal 
and  was  controlled  by  that  horsewhip,  and  putting  tlia 
alongside  the  hunchback's  queer  speeches,  I  should  also  sa; 
that  between  our  two  visits  this  person  had  died.” 

“Well  reasoued,”  said  Alice.  “But  the  skulls?” 

“'All  1”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “that  is  tlie  unexplaiuec 
part  of  the  hunchback’s  terrible  secret.” 


CHAPTER  AA 

THE  GILVVE  IN  THE  CELLAR. 

The  end  of  the  adventures  of  the  Bradys  and  Alice  Alont 
gomery  in  the  old  Gibbion  manor  house  that  night  wa 
quite  in  keeping  with  the  beginning,  and  went  to  conflrii 
Old  King  Brady's  theory. 

But  no  trace  of  Hippolyte,  the  hunchback,  was  discov 
ered,  nor  was  there  any  way  found  liy  which  the  max 
could  have  left  the  place  unless,  indeed,  while  the  Brady 
and  Alice  were  at  the  barn  he  came  out  through  the  secre 
panel  and  left  the  place  in  the  regular  way,  as  he  readil 
could  have  done. 

But  wdiat  they  did  find  was  a  secret  room  partitioned  of 
in  the  cellar  by  a  false  stone  wall  most  skilfully  contrive* 
to  resemble  the  foundation  of  the  liouse. 

In  thi.s  room  was  nothing  but  a  newly  made  grave  in  tlr 
earth  floor. 

The  winding  stairs  terminated  in  this  room. 

At  the  head  of  the  grave  was  a  stake,  to  wbicli  wa 
pinned  a  pajier,  and  upon  the  paper  was  scrawled: 

“Tliis  i.s  the  grave  of  Jonathan  Gibbion,  Jr.;  foi-ger 
thief,  drunkard,  murderer,  lunatic.  May  he  meet  with  hi 
just  reward  in  heaven  as  he  met  with  il  on  earth.” 

No  attenlpt  was  made  to  open  the  grave  that  night. 

Having  made  this  discovery,  and  carfd'ullv  examined  tlv 
room  for  evidences  of  hidden  momw  which  they  (lid  no 
find,  tlie  llradys  and  Alice  pulled  out  and  retiiiiied  to  For 
Richmond. 

Before  leaving  the  oTd  fleteetive  *  urefully  studied  Ih 
mechanism  of  the  secret  panel,  and  easily  discovered  th 
WAV  in  widch  it  could  be  opened  fjom  ihe  oiiiside.  d'hj 
June,  he  carefully  closed  it  before  lAiving. 

“A  most  interesting  case,”  declared  old  King  Itrad 
ujj  Lite  way  home.  “I  would  not  have  missed  il  on  anv  ac 
couiit.  it  IS  my  belief  that  Hippolyte  knew  that  imm  wa 
d)ing  when  we  first  called.  Very  t'ikel\  lie  found  hin 
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(l*nul  on  hi>  return  to  the  garret,  and  promptly  Ijiiried  him. 
lie  must  be  found  and  made  to  reveal  his  whole  terril)le  se¬ 
cret.  That  he  has  carried  away  with  him  a  lot  of  money 
belonging  to  the  Cibbion  estate  I  can  readily  believe.’’ 

“But  the  pack  of  cards,”  said  Alice.  “1  can't  believe 
that  they  have  told  their  full  story  yet.” 

“Doubtless  not,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “nor  have 
the  two  skulls,  “but  they  must  be  made  to  tell  it  if  a  way 
can  be  foond.” 

The  skulls,  by  the  way,  had  been  carefully  hidden  under 
the  eaves  in  the  garret. 

Nejct  morning,  Harry,  having  other  business  to  attend  to, 
as  had  Alice,  Old  King  Brady  waited  on  Dr.  Elmendorf, 
the  then  coroner  of  that  section  of  the  Borough  of  Kich- 
mond,  iind  told  him  the  story  of  his  strange  discovery. 

The  coroner  was,  naturally,  much  interested. 

“The  grave  must  be  opened  and  the  hunchback  ar¬ 
rested,” -he  declared.  “I  will  take  the  matter  up  at  once.” 

“  ^V^ren  will  you  find  it  convenient  to  go  there  ?”  asked 
tlie  old  detective. 

“I  can  leave  in  an  liour,”  was  the  reply. 

“Do  you  know  any  one  who  would  be  likely  to  be  able 
I  to  identif  y  the  remains  as  those  of  Jack  Qibbion?” 

“I  don’t.  I  am  but  little  acquainted  at  Port  Richmond.” 

“I’ll  go  ahead  of  you  and  see  if  I  can  discover  such  a  per¬ 
son.  I  will  meet  you  at  the  manor  house  at  ten  o’clock.” 

Old  King  Brady  had  come  to  Staten  Island  in  an  auto¬ 
mobile,  as  the  coroner  resided  at  some  distance  from  the 
old  manor. 

He  now  ordered  the  chauffeur  to  make  Port  Richmond 
with  all  speed. 

At  first  the  old  detective  had  naturally  thought  of  Mis. 
Marcan,  but  he  was  uilwilling  to  drag  that  lady  into  so  re/ 
pulsive  a  matter  unless  it  became  absolutely  necessary. 

Xor  did  he  care  to  visit  the  police.  The  case  was  at  a 
stiige  where  he  desired  above  all  things  to  keep  it  out  of  the 
papers,  and  he  had  the  assurance  of  the  coroner  that  he 
should  have  his  best  assistance  to  do  so. 


who  kept  the  princi[)al  store  iiere  for  a  numlxfr  of  year«. 
Her  mother's  mnniage  to  him  was  bitterly  opposed  by  the 
Hihbions,  and  tliey  liad  little  to  do  with  her  after  tlic  mar¬ 
riage.  for  Jack,  he  boajdod  horse"  svith  me.  We  trav¬ 
eled  together  for  several  yeait.  although  I  was  a  good  hit 
older  than  hiiu.  It  don't  seem  possible  that  what  you 
think  can  be  true,  yir.  Bradv.  and  yet,  when  one  comes  to 
think,  w!:y  did  the  old  man  dose  up  the  house  and  leave  it 
in  charge  of  that  fellow  Hijtpolyte?  It  might  be  as  \ou 
say.” 

“But  you  would  know  Jack  Oibbion’s  remains?” 

“rnless  the  man  was  greatly  changed,  of  course  I  would. 
But  there  is  one  way  you  can  suredy  identify  him,'  Jack 
had  a  big  mole  right  above  his  ir.ustache  on  the  left  of  his 
nose.  It  wasn't  one  of  the  fiat  kind,  but  round  and  pro¬ 
jecting,  as  big  as  a  large  pea.’’ 

“That  will  help.  You  remember  the  time  he  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  drowned,  I  sup}K)se?” 

“Well.  He  took  his  team  out  of  my  stable  to  do  the 
stunt.  He  even  wanted  me  to  go  along.  1  refused,  of 
course.  J’lic  Kills  weren't  really  froze  over.  It  was  jiuit 
that  fioat  ice  got  lodged  in  them.  It  was  a  crazy  thing  to 
do  if  ever  tli'ere  was  one,  but  Jack  had  been  hitting  it  up  for 
a  month,  and  when  he  was  that  way  you  just  couldn’t  argue 
with  him.  He  didn't  know  what  he  was  doing.  And  to 
think  that  he  may  have  been  alive  all  these  years !” 

“’Wasn’t  there  a  rumor  that  he  was  seen  that  night?” 

“There  was,  but  nobody  believed  it.  As  far  as  I  could 
ever  make  out,  the  story  started  with  an  old  fisherman  who 
lived  alone  in  a  hut  on  the  shore  bedow  here.  He  was  one 
of  the  most  awful  liars  e-ver.  Noliody  would  believe  him. 
i  f])oke  to  the  old  man  (libbion  about  it  once,  but  he  said 
it  was  all  nonsense.  1  thuughi  so,  too,  so  what  could  I  do 
but  believe  him.” 

“Do  you  consider  this  fellow  Hippolyte  is  crazy?” 

“T  couldn't  say.  He  worked  for  the  Gibbions  ever  since 
he  was  a  boy,  and  was  devoted  Lo  Jack.  They  grew  up  in 
the  house  together.” 


“Some  old  saloon-keeper  and  sport  or  some  livery  stable 
keeper  who  knew  Gibbion  as  a  horse  lover  is  what  I  want,” 
he  said  to  himself,  and  as  soon  as  he  reached  Port  Rich¬ 
mond  he  began  making  inquiries  for  such  a  person. 

“A1  Wiggins  is  the  man  you  want,”  he  was  promptly 
told.  “He  kept  the  principal  livery  stable  here  for  years. 
He  is  on  the  retired  list  now.  You  will  probably  find  him 
ot  his  house.  He  is  very  old  and  seldom  goes  out.” 

Having  obtained  the  address,  Old  King  Brady  looked 
up  A1  Whggine. 

“An  old,  broken-down  sport,”  he  said  to  himself  as  soon 
as  he  saw  the  man,  who-  was  lame  and  half  blind. 

But  even  with  all  that  he  had  the  true  “horsey”  look 
about  him. 

It  waa  necessary  to  be  cautious  here,  or  all  the  world 
would  know  his  bu.-^ine.--.-. 

Old  King  Brady  could  think  of  no  better  way  of  securin'^ 
the  man’s  silence  than  by  first  taking  him  into  his  full  con* 
fidence. 

He  made  no  mistake, 

“Why,  sure  I  knew  Jack  Gibbion  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
amily,”  declar^-d  AI  W’iggins.  “As  for  that  girl’s  mother, 
knew  her  aa  a  child.  Her  father-  was  Joe  Rightmeyer,' 


“W'as  Jack  really  as  bad  as  he  had  the  reputation  of  be¬ 
ing?”  asked  the  old  detective  at  this  point  in  the  conversa¬ 
tion. 

“Ho  was  a  pretty  tough  citizen,  and  no  mistake,”  replied 
Al  WTggins.  “lie  certainly  made  liis  father  a  whole  lot  of 
trouble.  But  there  is  one  point  you  haven't  touched  on 
yet,  Hr.  Bradv.” 

“What's  that?” 

“Jack  was  married,  all  right.  W'hat  ever  became  of  the 
wife?  J  never  heard  of  her  turning  up.  He  told  me  him¬ 
self  he  was  married  not  a  week  before  he  died.” 

“W’hat  was  the  name  of  the  wife?  Did  he  tell  vou 
that?” 

“Nn,  he  didn't.  Sonle  woman  in  New  A’ork,  I  guess 
she  didn't  amount  to  niiieh,  but  it  always  struck  me  as 
strange  that  I  never  heard  a  word  about  her  after  Jack 
died,  or  was  supposcal  to  ha\e  died.” 

“He  was  of  age.  of  course?” 

“Oh,  yes.  Jack  would  be  crowding  sixty  if  he  was  alive 
now.’’ 

Here  was  the  man  for  Old  King  Brady’*  purpow,  of 
cour>e. 

It  took  some  persuasion  to  gel  him  to  ;rgrte  to  go  w  iii« 
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old  rtinror,  hut  ho  was  tnially  persuaded,  aud  Old  King 
there  in  the  automobile. 

T  'c  ^'Oiriior  had  just  .arrived,  aud  with  him  was  the  po¬ 
lice  o.sptain,  who  was  introduced  to  Old  King  Rradv. 

assured  the  old  detective  that  the  matter  should  be 
keo!  olT  the  police  blotter  until  his  consent  was  received  to 
plaoe  it  ’here. 

Thev  then  entered  the  manor,  and  the  old  detective  con- 
ductril  them  to  the  secret  room  in  the  cellar  and  pointed 
out  the  supposed  grave. 

K\rrything  was  just  as  he  had  left  it. 

Xowhcrc  in  the  house,  then  or  later,  did  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  sec  anything  to  lead  him  to  believe  that  Hippol3-te  had 
returned. 

Spades  had  been  provided  by  Old  King  Brady,  and  he 
and  the  doctor  proceeded  with  the  work  of  opening  the 
grave. 

It  was  but  a  shallow  affair,  and  they  soon  came  upon  the 
burl  ap. 

Clearing  away  the  earth  still  further,  they  lifted  the 
giuesoum  thing  out  of  the  hole  thus  made. 

It  was  tlie  corpse  of  a  man  wrapped  in  burlap. 

Tim  only  clothing  was  a  shabby  old  w'oollen  wrapper 
made  of  a  blanket  and  belted  in  at  the  waist. 

But  iliG  terrible  appearance  of  the  corpse  was  almost  too 
much  for  these  men.  Even  Dr.  Elmendorf  could  not  look 
upon  it  without  a  shudder. 

The  nosc  wa-  gone  and  both  eyes  were  gone,  and  evi- 
dentlv  luid  been  for  years:  the  left  hand  was  also  gone,  and 
botli  feet  were  terribly  deformed. 

The  wretched  inan  had  been  dead  less  than  twenty-four 
hours,  the  doctor  declared. 

For  A1  Wiggins  to  identify  it  as  Jack  Gihbion  was  mani¬ 
festly  impossible,  but  there  was  the  mole,  ns  he  had  stated, 
Fo  all  wpr'^  ready  to  subscribe  to  the  truth  of-the  statement 
which  the  hunchback  had  left  behind  him. 

“Xo  wonder  he  was  kept  concealed  if  this  poor  wretch 
really  was  Jack  I’’  said  Wiggins.  wonder  lira  father 

did  not  want  to  look  at  him.’’ 

“'Where  are  those  skulls,  .Mr,  Brady?’’  asked  the  police 
captain, 

“T"p  in  the  garret,  which  wc  will  presently  visit, ’’^re¬ 
plied  the  old  detective.  “But  tell  me,  doctor,”  he  added, 
••have  vou  any  reason  to  doubt  that  the  man  died  a  natural 
death?” 

•‘I  have  seen  none  as  vet.’’  replied  the  doctor.  “1  will 
make  a  closei’  examination,  though.” 

Thev  stood  away  while  he  did  so. 

“'Ho  is  wasted  to  a  shadow,’’  declared  the  doctor,  pres¬ 
ent!",  “but  unless  ho  was  poisoned  I  see  no  reason  to  doubt 
that  b'^  died  a  natural  death,” 

'I'tjrre  was  another  piece  of  burlap  lying  in  the  grave 
r.hich  cjuite  covered  the  bottom, 

“We  ma^  as  well  look  under  this,”  remarked  Old  King 
Brady,  and  bending  down  he  pulled  it  out, 

An^'t’oer  discovery  followed. 

H’i'i.an  !»ones  lay  beneath  the  burlap. 

proof  that  tlie  paper  gives  it  straight!”  cried 
the  po  'aptain,  “Perhaps  these  are  the  bones  of  his  vic¬ 
tims.  'I '  ''i"  to  be  two  sets  of  them,  but  I  see  no 


“You  are  right,”  said  Dr.  Elmendorf.  “These  are  the 
bones  of  two  women.  They  have  been  dead  for  many 
3’ears.” 

He  made  a  hasty  examination,  and  then  declared  that 
none  of  the  bones  were  missing  except  the  skulls. 

“The  mystery’  deepens,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Who 
could  these  unfortunate  women  have  been?” 

“One  was  his  wife,  probably,”  said  Wiggins.  “He  hated 
her.  He  told  me  so.  She  was  a  low-down  proposition.  He 
did  not  dare  to  tell  the  old  man  he  was  married  to  her,  for 
fear  of  being  cut  off  from  the  property.  He  told  me  so 
wdth  his  own  lips.” 

The  police  captain  turned  away  with  a  shudder. 

“I  have  often  wondered  about  that  hunchback,”  he  said, 
“'but  as  he  dated  back  long  before  my  time,  it  never  seemed 
to  me  that  I  had  any  business  to  interfere  with  him.  It 
would  have  been  different,  though,  if  I  had  once  dreamed 
of  the  terrible  secret  he  was  guarding.” 

They  went  to  the  garret,  and  all  agreed  with  Old  King 
Brady  that  a  lunatic  must  have  dwelt  there  for  a  long 
time. 

The  skulls  were  produced  and  examined. 

Dr.  Elmendorf  pronounced  them  female  skulls,  and  was 
of  the  opinion  that  the  women  to  whom  they  belonged  had 
been  killed  by  being  struck  from  behind  by  some  blunt  in¬ 
strument. 

He  regarded  the  age  of  the  skulls  as  in  all  probability  the 
same  as  that  of  the  bones  in  the  grave. 

“Xow  then,  gcntlemeri,  the  rest  is  up  to  you,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “If  it  can  he  arranged  so  that  this  matter 
can  be  kept  quiet  until  I  can  finish  up  my  case,  I  shall  bo 
immensely  obliged.” 

Again  the  promise  was  given. 

It  was  kept,  too. 

The  affaii’  would  undoubtedly  have  got  into  the  papers 
in  the  end  but  for  the  untimely  death  of  the  police  captain 
just  at  the  time  it  was  finished,  the  man  being  struck  by  a 
Staten  Island  rapid  transit  train  and  instantly  killed. 
Thus  the  ease  never  was  made  public. 

The  police  captain  promised  to  give  Old  King  Brady 
every  assistance  to  track  the  hnnehback. 

It  was  decided  to  have  the  remains  removed  to  an  under¬ 
taker,  who  was  a  brother-in-law  of  Dr.  Ehnendorf. 

This  was  privately  done,  and  the  doctor  personally  made 
a  post-mortem. 

He  informed  Old  King  Brady  tliat  the  man  had  un¬ 
questionably  died  of  cancer  of  the  stomach,  and  that  noth¬ 
ing  could  liave  saved  him. 

.\  burial  pennit  was  then  privately  obtainrd,  and  the  re¬ 
mains  were  interred  in  the  Gihbion  plot  at  ihe  cemetery  of 
Xew  Brighton, 

The  Bradys,  Alice  and  IMazio  .Martin  were  tii.c  only  at¬ 
tendants  at  the  funeral. 

Two  weeks  passed. 

The  Bradys  were  too  busy  to  perronnlly  s(.Mrch  for  Ilin- 
polyte.  The  police  had  not  been  able  to  tied  ll’.e  least  traf‘e 
of  the  man. 

IMcainvhilc,  tin?  old  (l<‘te(‘ti\e  had  done  wliat  he  cnnhl  ti) 
aid  Mazie. 

He  engaged  a  man  ami  wife  to  lake  cljiirgo  of  the  old 

manor 
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H<'  in- 1 riirtorl  hi.i  own  la\rvpr  to  look  into  tho  ropclition  tlio  (oll.ir,  Iio  could  not  hn\r  Pron  \':jlking  about  in  tbo 
of  tlio  real  p.-tato,  unrl  it  ua?;  found  that  not  onlv  A\as  it  hall.*' 

iiuni'M  t::fiopd.  but  all  taxcp  nnfl  appoppinont?  had  boon  paid.  “()f  i  ourpo  it  ji  rpiifo  po?.:ihlo  tluat  lie  n  as  ropponsihlo  for 
But  Old  King  Bradv  did  morn  than  this  for  the  young  both  the  rry  and  the  footstrps."  said  <dd  King  F.^;^d^,  “but 
^omnn  during  tho?r  two  wpokf.  |  I  doubt  it.  l-(owp\pr.  up  shall  .=po.“ 

Up  wont  (o  a  prominent  roalty  oompany  and  conferred  They  found  the  old  manor  quite  brigbtrnpd  up. 


uith  tlipui.  and  the  rp«iilt  was  the\  made  a  cash  offer  for  a 


Danto3i.'the  raretaker.  had  cleared  up  the  ground*  in 


plot  of  sp^pI•al  er-re.'-  of  the  wood  land,  living  the  price  at  front  and  had  planted  dower.*  and  trimmed  the  trees  and 


B\  the  advice  of  (ho  old  detective  this  was  promptly  ac¬ 
cepted  hv  Mar, ip,  and  the  former  salesgirl  thus  found  her¬ 
self  in  fund's. 

d’hus  a  month  passed. 


shrnbs.  The  lawn,  wdn'ch  was  really  a  beauty,  had  been 
carefully  cut,  the  big  iron  gate  painted,  and  so  on. 

IMrs.  Danton  had  ]mt  new  shades  to  the  w'indow.=.  the 
blinds  were  open,  and  everything  looked  tidy  and  well  kept, 
both  within  amt  without. 


Summer  had  now  come,  and  with  it  came  a.  time  when  j  All  the  rooms  had  been  cleaned  up.  Marie  had  supplied 
the  Bradvs  found  thomselves  with  nothing  to  do.  |  new  China  mattingj  for  the  floors ;  she  had  also  ordered  all 

“Harry,"  said  the  old  detective  one  morning,  “let  ns  rubbish  burned,  so  what  remained  of  the  antique  furniture 
go  (lown  to  Staten  Island  and  see  what  wc  can  do  in  the  in  goo  1  condition — and  there  was  a  lot  of  it — showed  off 
matter  of  finding  Hippolyte,  the  hnnehback.  It  is  my  ,  to  its  full  advantage. 

firm  belief  that  he  carried  away  a  bag  of  money  with  him  '  ■>[!.=.  Danton  answered  the  Bradys  knock. 

that  night,  and  while  I  admit  that  the  fellow  is  entitled  to  :  “J’m  real  glad  you  have  come!*’  she  cried.  ^‘Danton 

something  for  Ins  long  and  trying  service,  he  still  ought  to  rvas  intending  to  write  you  to-day.  1  don't  think  we  can 


Shall  Alice  go 

O 


be  made  to  give  an  accounting." 

‘‘Right.*’  said  Harry.  “I  think  so,  too. 
along?*' 

“If  she  wants  to." 

Alice  did  want  to,  and  at  about  eleven  o'clock  on  a  warm 
June  morning  the  Bradys  started  for  the  old  Gibbion 
manor. 


stay  here  any  longer,  iMr.  Brady.  You  will  have  to  get 
some  one  else.*’ 

“^‘Wliy,  what's  that  for?*’  asked  Old  King  Bradv.  “We 
were  q’ust  remarking  how  beautifully  you  liad  fixed  every¬ 
thing  up  outside  the  house,  and  on  the  inside  I  daresay  it 
is  just  the  same." 

“A\'e  have  done  what  we  could."  replied  the  woman,  “but 
that's  neither  here  nor  there.  When  one  gets  no  chance  to 
rest  quiet  in  one's  l)cd  nights^ — hut  you  better  talk  to  Dan- 
ton.  If  I  was  to  talk  a  w'eek  f  couldn't  make  you  believe 
me.  You'd  he  saying  it  was  just  a  woman's  crazy  notion.  1 
suppose.*’  • 

“Oh,  I  don't  know."  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Tell  it. 
i\lrs.  Danton  ;  is  it  ghosts?'’ 


CHAPTER  VI.  . 

tAkixg  up  the  case  again. 

Among  Mr.  Gibhion’s  personal  effects  which  Old  King 
Brady  recovered  for  Alazie  Martin,  and  wKich  included  dia¬ 
mond  jewelry  of  considerable  value  which  had  been  re¬ 
tained  by  the  hotel  people  owing  to  a  misunderstanding , 
with  Mr.  Carmichael,  was  an  excellent  photograph  of  the  j  Danto?!  did  iiot  tell  it.  hut  Nir.  Danton  did. 

old  man  himself,  taken  but  a  short  time  before  his  death.'  hnfore  was  the  fourth  time  thev  had  been  di.«- 

This  Old  King  Brady  liad  copied,  and  he  had  the  copy  by  noises  in  tlte  -arret,  and  footsteps  in  the  hall 

with  him  on  this  occasion.  •jand  oji  the  staiis. 

The  two  skulls  he  had  in  his  office.  The  bones  in  the  I  deor  leading  to  tlm  garret  had  been  opened  hv 

grave  in  the  ecllar  had  not  been  disturbed. 


It  was  G'hosts! 


.Old 'King  Brady’s  order  and  the  place  thoronghls  cleaned 


During  thb  sail  to  Staten  Island  the  old  detective  re- 
hearsed  the  points  in  the  ease  and  advanced  the  thcorv  that  until  the  pr'^vmus  night  the  Dnntons  had  not  been 

ther^  might  exist  some  secret  wav  out  of  the  Gibbion  I explain  the  sounds  nor  had  thev  seen  anything, 
grounds  which  Hippolyte  had  used!  j  ''"’'etakor's  stor^  of  tho  events  of  th-  night 

“This  I  shall  make  it  my  business  to  particular! v  search  ^  ^  ■ 

for,"  lip  derlarcrl,  “There  are  one  or  two  points  which  P  “V.P  luidn't  hrinl  tho  noises  in  n  wr-k.  Mr.  Bradv."  he 
have  often  pondered  upon.  T  no  longer  believe  the  hr.neh-  began,  “'O  last  ni-ht  niy  w  ife  and  1  went  to  bed— 1 

back  to  be  insane.  There  ba?  beon  too  mueh  mefbofi  pbown 
to  permit  the  vir^  that  he  i?  a  madman.  This  hrinws  us  fo 
his  positive  statement  that  he  saw  olr]  Gihhion'*  ahost  and 
that  of  rarmirhael.  I  am  satisfied  that  h-  believed  it. 

What's  the  pvpianatlon?  !\la-  it  not  be  fli.ij  other.-.  be.uHcs 
ourselves  know  something  of  the  man’s  terrible  serml.  and 
believe  in  the  evistonep  of  hidden  rash?" 

“Join  to  tliat  the  er'  we  heard  that  night."  said  Harfv. 

“Wh  should  Hippol'te  have  called  out  like  th.if,  and  .huk 
Gibbien  must  have  been  dead  at  the  time." 


enn't  snv  that  .-liher  <>n^  of  us  was  thinking  alv'Ut  them. 
I  snppo-!e  if  mii't  haM^  heep  ahopt  fep  o't  lock  when  I  'lent 
to  sloig'.  Ml  ""  I  r.ldde'i  tlirre  -ea.i  ,1  rrigh  p  Inch  .-hook 
I  hr  w  hole  hop-  e. 

“M;  wife  S'  reamefl.  1  piinperl  up  and  lighted  a  l.-utern 
and.  T'ulltng  cm  m^  froucers.  wept  opt  into  the  IinH.  [ 
couldn't  heir  a  sound  au-h  to  tell  (he  truth.  1  ^-.,1^  afraid  to 
go  U]'  garret.  I  ,  inm  h.j’.'k  jpj,.,  the  mom  .nul  p  ;  t.ilk 
ing  to  m\  wife  pheii  we  both  heard  foptytepi  |p  the  h.ill.  1 
I  thought  if  might  he  burglar.*  then,  u-t  1  go*  the  roioher 


t.tiiite  *o.  added  Miee.  “And  fhep  f^e  footsfe]l^  on  hand  opened  th»'  door  *uddeu-lil,i',  V  i  true  a‘  I'm 
heard  ouUide  the  duor.  If  Hippoljte  was  m  the  garret,  or  here  1  taw  the  old  mau  Gibbiou  otaudiug  at  the  head  of  Lht 
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-T.iir?  Hr  dro.5ff‘<i  a?  lio  alway?  n>f>d  to  dre??. 
Hr  '  no-  lo  'k  and  thrn  .-tarted  doM  n«tair.<. 

•of  i  ni^o.  I  didn'^  dare  follow,  but  1  did  go  down  later. 
I  r^M  In  t  find  that  anything  had  been  disturbed.  The 
dv>'r>  .ar«I  windows  were  locked  just  as  I  had  left  them. 
It*'  tr.'*  nturh  for  iny  ner\es.  and  Mrs.  Danton  feels  the 
san-f  wa\.  There'.?  something  wrong  with  this  house,  that's 
sure,  so  you  b.'tter  got  some  one  else  right  away." 

"N'a?t."  said  Old  King  Brad}.  “Don't  you  be  in  too 
b'g  a  hurr}.  Did  you  know  old  i\Jr.  Gibhion  well?'’ 

“Only  by  sight.  " 

“Ty^'ok  at  this  photograph.  It  was  taken  just  before  lie 
died.  See  if  it  resembles  vour  ghost." 

.Vs  •=oon  ns  the  caretaker  examined  the  photograph  ho 
dcrlnred  that  it  did. 

“That's  sure  the  party  I  saw/'  he  said.  ‘‘There  can't  be 
acr  doubt  about  it." 

“Wait.  Have  you  always  lived  around  here?’’ 

“Always." 

“Did  oldAIr.  Gibbion  have  any  brothers?” 

“1  liavc  heard  say  he  had  one^  but  he  died  long  before 
my  time." 

“Was  he  younger  or  older?" 

“1  believe  he  was  younger.” 

“Ho^y  did  he  die?” 

“He  was  a  sailor.  He  died  out  in  China  or  somewhere 
I  Avas  told." 

“What  was  his  first  name?” 

“I  don't  know/’ 

“Trv  and  find  out  all  vou  can  about  him  during  the  dav 
and  you  will  oblige  me.  Of  course,  you  will  stay  here  till  I 
can  engage  som.e  one  else,  Avhich  I  will  try  to  do  at  once  if 
you  insist.  Have  you  been  up  in  the  garret  since?” 

“Xo.” 

“Let  us  go  now,  then,  and  see  if  we  can  find  any  cause 
for  the  noise  you  heard.’’ 

'I'hcy  went,  and  the  moment  they  set  foot  in  the  garret 
the  ^ase  was  made  plai^. 

A  great  section  of  the  main  chimney  had  fallen,  exposing 
the  wide  flues ;  the  bricks  lay  scattered  over  the  floor. 

“Xo  ghost  ever  did  this.  Friend  Danton,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “You  can  see  where  the  crow-bar  was  used.” 

The  caretaker  looked  foolish. 

“But  who  was  it  ?  What  did  he  ever  do  it  for  ?”  he  cried. 

Old  King  Brady  shnigged  his  shoulders. 

“Don't  ask  me,”  he  said.  “A  close  Avatch  must  be  kept 
oere.*’ 

He  went  over  to  the  trap-door  AA-hich  opened  upon  the 
se.'TPf  stairs. 

This  Old  King  Brady  had  carefully  nailed  doAvn  with 
hh  own  hands. 

’  Tlip  trap-door  was  closed,  but  the  naiks  had  all  been 

^raAim. 

Xow.  I'antfui  had  not  been  told  of  the  discoveries  made 
in  thP 'hou»^.  n^r  did  ri|d  King  Brady  rare  to  have  him 
kn'"’, 

••''.'■p  ta^rp  this  matter  in  hand,’’  the  old  detectiAp 
Mid.  “r>'-n*‘  Mtli^-r  -our  Imad  anv  inor^  about  ff.  Mv 
I  ’’ill  Avatf-h  Ii^tp  to-night.  Vou  ran  leave  us 
-J.,  r  r.  -.1  abr>ut  hr-pp.  F'^rliap,  AVP  iTiaA  find  ouf 

irr.at  the  are  after." 

0 


Danton  seempd  only  too  glad  to  gel  :i\Aii\. 

\s  soon  as  he  had  gone,  Olrl  !\jng  Frail}  |)uJled  up  the 
trap-door,  and  the}  all  descended  to  thc.-eciTt  (cllar,  lind- 
ing  mudd}  footprints  on  the  stairs. 

"It  can't  he  Hippolyte.  Who  is  d.  IhenC'  i|uestioned 
Harry. 

“(TiAc  if  up.”  replied  the  old  detecti’  “inil  1  propose  to 
knoAv,  1  shall  sleep  to-night  in  this  house,  and  probably  in 
the  garret." 

“Are  Ave  to  he  ivith  vou?" 

%/ 

“As  you  know,  it  is  impossible  for  you  to  give  the  time 
to  it.  Alice  may  come  if  she  chooses.’’ 

“I  certainly  sliall,’’  declared  Alice.  “The  graA'e,  by  the 
way,  does  not  appear  to  haA'c  been  disturbed.*’ 

“Evidently  not.  Hut  noAv  to  look  for  a  secret  way  in 
and  out  of  here.  We  Avill  each  take  a  wall  and  make  our  ex¬ 
amination  in- the  usual  style." 

They  did  this,  and  it  was  but  a  few  minutes  before  Alice 
called  attention  to  one  particularly  big  stone  in  the  outer 
Avail  around  Avhich  the  mortar  had  all  disappeared. 

Old  King  Brady  sounded  it. 

“HoHoaa’  behind,’]  he  declared.  “This  is  just  a  thin  slab 
of  stone,  probably  secured  by  a  chain,” 

He  tried  his  best  to  moA-e  it,  but  although  it  was  quite 
shaky,  he  did  not  succeed. 

He  then  got  out  his  compass  and  got  the  exact  position  of 
the  stone. 

The  next  move  was  to  go  out.side  the  grounds  and  back 
into  the  piece  of  Avoods  behind  the  house. 

Still  using  his  compass,  Old  King  Brady  having  located 
a  point  in  an  exact  line  Avith  the  stone  just  outside  the 
fence,  advanced  among  the  tangle  of  underbrush  Avhich 
grew  thick  here. 

_  • 

They  had  gone  but  a'short  distance  Avlien  they  came  upon 
a  little  pond  Avhere  there  Avas  an  old  dam,  the  remains  of  a 
small  mill  race  and  an  old  wheel  pit. 

“Here  Ava.s  once  a  gristmill  or  a  saAsmill,”  declared  Old 
King  Brady.  Again  he  got  out  his  compass.' 

They  were  still  in  a  direct  line  With  tlie  snsp'^cted  stone. 

They  AA’ont  around  to  the  oilier  side  of  the  old  Avlied  pit 
in  order  to  get  a  better  vioAV  of  the  Avail  above  which  t  hey 
stood. 

An  important  discovery  Avas  the  instant  result. 

At  the  base  of  the  Avail  was  a  lowy  arched  opening  con¬ 
cealed  by  a  rusted  iron  door.  Stone  steps  led  doAvn  into 

the  pit  froiri  the  side  Avhere  they  Averc  standing,  and  tlicy 
descended,  throAving  back  the  door,  vhicli  was  not  fas¬ 
tened. 

A  narrow  brick  passage  just  high  .eyough  to  accommo¬ 
date  an  ordinary  man  Jed  off  underground. 

“Now  here  we  are,’’  declared  Old  King  Brad}..  “Wc  a.vc 
not  much  over  t^vo  hundred  font  n'.va\  I'roni  the  house. 
Probably  this  passage  date.s  hack  to  (  olQuial  limns,  H 
may  have  been  built  in  I’ca olntionary  ii.i.}>  to  gi\e  tlic  Gili- 
hions  a  obance  to  oscapn  from  the  li<->n.e  in  i  isn  of  an  at 
tack.  Bill,  an.AAA-av,  bpre  it  i.-.  and  if  if  dm/t  load  to  tbal 

crernf  room  .  I  mis>  'ua  gii'-f.s.  Let  u-  i  in  O'l  igato  I'ybt 

now." 

Tbo}  flid  .-o,  ami  .it  va,*  as  *  >bl  King  Bra'l}  bad  .-ai'l. 

d’b.cA  came  iiji  behind  the  itonc  Alice  liad  i]i.'<.o\ercd. 


% 
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It  was  secured  by  a  padlock  and  a  chain  attached  to  a  ring 
set  in  the  stone. 

Old  King  Brady  easily  opened  the  lock  with  a  skeleton 
key  and  pushed  the  stone  which  moved  on  concealed  hinges 
inward. 

It  was  the  secret  room  into  which  they  looked  now. 

Tims  fences^  walls,  broken  glass,  big  gates  and  fierce 
dogs  had  offered  no  bar  to  an  entrance  to  the  old  Gibbion 
manor  house. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

AN-  EXCITING  NIGHT. 

The  discovery  of  this  passage,  of  course,  was  extremely 
interesting  to  the  Bradys. 

It  also  rather  altered  the  old  detective’s  pla-n. 

“This  contract  calls  for  a  watcher  in  the  woods,”  he  said. 
"Harry,  you  will  just  have  to  come.” 

"I  see  it.”  said  Harr}'.  "I’ll  get  right  back  to  New  York 
and  see  if  I  can't  straighten  that  matter  out  so  as  to  leave 
me  free  for  this  evening.” 

He  accordingly  left  Old  King  Brady  then  and  there,  and 
started  to  walk  back  to  Port  Richmond, 

The  old  detective  did  sornie  further  investigating  around 
the  old  wheel  pit,  hoping  to  find  a  trail. 

The  trouble  was  he  found  too  many  footprints  in  the 
grass,  for  it  was  a  damp  place  here. 

Several  persons  seemed  to  have  been  coming  and  going. 

"Boiled  down,  it  amounts  to  this,”  declared  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “Somebody  has  been  searching  for  hidden  money; 
probably  more  than  one.  They  have  impersonated  old  Gih- 
bion  and  also  Carmichael,  and  thus  fooled  Hippolyte. 
Clearly  they  have  not  yet  met  with  any  success,  or  they 
would  not  still  -be  on  the  job.  This  argue?  strongly  for 
the  theory  that  Hippolyte  has  been  in  charge  of  the  money 
and  has  carried  it  av/ay  with  him.” 

On  the  way  back  to  Port  Richmond,  Old  King  Brady,  as 
he  was  driving  along,  again  referred  to  tlie  pack  of  cards. 

“The  real  clew  may  lie  in  tho.se  cards  after  all,”  he  said, 
“They  were  never  left  to  the  ^lartin  girl  by  will  without 
a  definite  purpose.  I  must  take  them  in  hand  again  as  soon 
as  we  get  back  to  the  office.  This  case  is  a  puzzler  vet.’’ 

But  when  upon  reaching  the  office  Old  King  Brady  again 
examined  the  cards,  he  could  make  nothing  of  them. 

Each  card  was  gone  over  carefully. 

Several  of  them  had  a  worn  look  as  if  they  had  been 
much  used.  There  were  brown  stains  on  some  of  them 
which  .=ccmcd  to  indicate  that  they  had  at  one  time  been 
wet.  ^ 

,‘\t  last  the  old  detective  looked  in  on  Alice  and  said: 

“1  am  going  to  look  up  an  ohl  gambler  I  ];now.  Per¬ 
haps  he  can  see  something  about  that  pack  of  cards  which 
I  have  failed  to  find.  It  ma^'  not  amount  to  aivv  thing,  but 
I  am  going  to  take  a  chance  nn  it.  anyhow.  J  shall  be  back 
a?  soon  ns  T  can.” 

.‘Micr  did  not  ask  him  just  c''cactl\'  wherp  Itn  was  going, 
hut  afterward  -he  wished  she  had,  for  ninht  came  and  the 
old  det  cct ivc  dill  not  return. 

Harrv  and  .Mice  waited  at  the  office  for  him  until  six 
o’clock. 

“What  CHI  have  detained  him?"  (jucstioned  Alice.  “He 
was  so  interested  in  that  Staten  Island  case  and  so  keen 


to  follow  up  his  discoveries  that  I  can’t  imagine  why  he  | 
don’t  come  back  unless  ho  has  got  hims'-'lf  in*o  trouble.  : 

They  went  to  supper  together  at  the  1  nior.  Square  Ho-  ; 
tel,  returning  to  the  office  as  soon  a-  pos-ih!o. 

vStill  the  old  detective  had  not  shown  up.  ; 

^^We  mav  as  well  leave  a  note  for  him  and  go  on  to 
Staten  Island,”  declared  flarr;'',  “He  ha.s  laid  out  f 'e  , 
niMit's  work  for  us,  and  we  will  do  it  a-  best  we  can  with  j 

O 

him  or  without  him,  as  the  case  ma'”  he.”  ^  | 

They  had  some  hope  of  finding  the  old  detective  at  rTil>  | 

bion  manor,  but  it  was  not  so.  i 

As  Old  King  Brady  had  already  decided  that  Danton  was  i 
not  at  all  the  sort  of  man  to  assist  them,  they  said  nothing 

to  him  about  it.  ] 

“Old  King  Brady  had  been  called  away,”  Alice  e.x- 
plainccl.  “He  might  come  and  he  m.ight  not.  She  was  to 
sleep  in  the  house ;  Harry  was  to  watch  outside  and  be  ] 
readv  for  the  intruders  if  they  came.  They — the  Dantons  | 
— did  not  have  to  bother  their  heads  about  the  matter,  but  ; 
could  just  go  to  bed  as  usual,  which  they  d’d  about  ten 
o'clock.  Old  King  Brady  not  having  yet  arrived. 

As  soon  as  they  were  fairly  out  of  the  way,  Alice  took 
Harry  through  the  underground  passage,  and  they  came  I 
out  in  the  old  wheel  pit. 

“'Here  is  my  place,”  declared  Harn- ;  “as  for  you,  Alice, 
3’ou  positive!}’-  must  not  expose  yourself  to  danger.  Xow 
promise  me  that.” 

Harry  is  practically  engaged  to  Alice,  and  is  always  ver}' 
solicitous  about  her  safoty. 

She  remained  with  him  for  a  short  time  and  then  re¬ 
turned  through  the  passage  the  house. 

Xow,  it  should  be  explained  that  the  old  manor  stood  ' 
quite  alone.  | 

At  that  time  this  part  of  Staten  Island  w.as  entirely  un-  ^ 
developed.  There  was  no  other  house  nearer  than  several  \ 
hundred  yards.  * 

It  was  a  dark  night,  and  about  eleven  o'clock  it  began  to  | 
rain. 

What  at  first  prom.ised  to  bo  a  light,  but  steady  doTrn- 
pour,  developed  along  towards  midnight  into  a  violent 
thunder  .storm. 

The  rain  fell  in  torrents.  The  wind  howled  about  the 
old  manor,  the  thunder  and  lightning  Avere  incessant, 

Alice,  who  had  not  retired,  became  greatly  alarmed  on 
Harry's  account,* 

She  did  not  like  to  venture  out,  hoAvever.  for  with  the 
Bradys  it  is  a.  sort  of  unwritten  law  never  to  desert  their 
post. 

Thus  all  slie  could  do  was  to  remain  quirt  and  await 
events. 

'I'ruth  told,  her  anxiety  on  Old  King  Brady's  account  was 
almost  as  great. 

She  put  licr  He:ht  out  shortly  after  miduiH->t  and  lav 
down  on  the  hod,  with  no- intention  of  slccpmu,  nor  did 
she  sleep. 

Just  befoTp  thc’'c  bad  roino  a  tcrrilde  rra*h  ‘  f  thun'V'r 
which  was  followed  up  hv  another  cra.ih. 

.\  great  tvpp  had  bloA^n  over  and  landed  upon  f’  r  *. 

.Mite  realized  wh.  t  inid  happened.  Imt  now  rx.vN-t.'d 
the  raekel  to  cease. 

It  did  not.  Overhead  a  great  pounding  now  set  in.  It 
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OUHiU\^  it  1*oar*3i:  \\« Tt'  boing  up. 

erriV’,0. 

Aluv  worn  out  imo*i)io  lutll  niul  li'^teuetl. 
At  iLe  <;nue  luoinent  a  light  appoarod  at 
f  ih'O  pa?:?ago. 


'rho  uoise  was 


the  other  cud 


h  \\a'  Mr.  Danton,  half  di*eS'Cd,  and  holding  a  lantern. 
**Uo  vou  hear  it.  Miss  Monigoincry lie  called  in  fright- 
jud  runt's.  "Do  you  hear?” 


"I  snould  be  deaf  if  I  didn't,”  replied  Alice.  ^‘The 
lOi'C  seems  to  come  from  upstairs.” 

"  ^  es.  In  the  garret.  M'hat  can  it  be?  Sounds  as  if 
ome  one  wa^  tearing  the  house  to  pieces.” 

"^ou  no  longer  think  it  is  ghosts,  T  suppose,  Air.  Dan- 
on?”  asked  Alice. 

"Why.  no,  indeed.  How  can  1?”  replied  the  man.  “But 
rhat  is  it,  then?” 


‘‘Ijet  us  try  to  find  out.’’ 

Alice  went  to  the  garret  door, 

“For  pity  sake,  don’t  adsk  it,  Aliss  Alontgomery,”  said 
lanton.  "From  the  sounds  I  sliould  think  there  must 
e  at  least  a  dozen  men  up  there.’’ 

“More,  I  should  imagiue,”  replied  Alice,  “but  T  want  to 
now  what  it  all  means.” 


"Where  is  young  Mr.  Brady?” 

“I  don't  know  where  he  is.  Xot  in  the  house.  I'll  just 
pen  the  door  a  little  way  and  listen.” 

She  started  to  do' so,  but  the  door  would  not  open.  Evi- 
ently  it  had  been  secured  on  the  inside. 

“Those  people  don’t  propose  to  be  interfered  with,”  said 
ilice. 

“W’liat  do  you  suppose  they  are  about?”  questioned  the 
aretaker.  “They  are  certainly  tearing  up  the  floor.” 

“That’s  what  they  are.  Can’t  you  imagine?” 

“Ix>oking  for  hidden  money?” 

“Don’t  it  sound  that  way?  But  I  must  go  back  and  get 
ly  things.  I  must  go  and  look  for  AToung  Air.  Brady,” 

“In  all  this  storm  I  See  that  flash  1  Isn’t  it  just  ter- 
ible!” 

“I'm  going  just  the  same.” 

“I’d  go  with  you,  only  1  must  look  after  the  old  woman, 
•he  is  scared  half  to  death.” 

Alice  got  her  hat  and  umbrella,  which  she  had  brought 
long,  and  went  down  to  the  front  door. 

She  listened  for  a  moment,  but  could  hear  no  sound  out- 
ide,  50  she  unlocked  the  door  and  tlung  it  back. 

To  her  disgust  two  roughly  dressed  men  stood  on  the 
)p  step. 

Kacli  held  a  revolver.  The  projecting  roof  shielded  them 
rom  the  rain. 

“Oh,  good-morning,”  said  one,  sneeringly.  “Glad  you 
pened  the  door.  It's  blamed  wet  out  here.  By  your  leave 
e's!  stand  guard  inside.  By  the  way,  if  you  don’t  go 
B^’k  to  your  room  and  stop  there,  me  and  my  partner  will 
von  back.  Vo  usr>  to  try  the  back  door  nor  the  side 
'I  a  man  on  the  job  at  each  one  of  tliem — 

^  *9 

retreated  in  di-gnst.  x 

VVho'i  down  there?  W'ho  were  you  talking  to?”  de- 
janc*  'I  \)6i,tou  when  she  got  upstairs, 
tzpiiiliied. 


“d’his  is  tough,”  growled  the  caretaker, 
murder  ns  all?” 


W'hat  if  they 


“I  don’t  believe  they  will  interefere  witli  ns  if  we  mind 
our  own  business,”  said  Alice,  “but  it  is  hopeless  to  ihiiik 
of  getting  out  of  the  house.” 

“It  sure  is.  1  shall  have  to  go  back  to  the  old  woman! 
Don’t  you  h.ear  her  hollering?  A"ou  can  come  into  our  own 
room  if  you  want  to.” 

“d’hank  you,”  replied  Alice.  “1  have  my  I’evolver;  T 
shall  be  just  as  safe  in  m}'  own.” 

She  retired  to  it  and  locked  the  door. 

For  over  an  hour  the  racket  continued. 

Then  Alice  heard  some  on  shout: 

“Hey.  Bill !” 

“Hello!”  answered  a  voice  from  below. 

“We  are  all  through.  We  are  leaving  low.” 

“Oh!  Any  luck?” 

“Vot  a  blame  bit.” 

“Gee!  That’s  hard  line.s.” 

And  this  ended  it  except  that  soon  after  Alice  heard 
voices  in  the  front  hall,  and  then  the  door  slammed. 

She  went  downstaij’s  then  to  find  the  men  gone. 

Danton  called  down  to  her  over  the  banisters. 

“It  seems  to  be  all  over,”  he  said. 

“'So  it  would  seem,’’  replied  Alice.  “I'm  going  out 
now.”  ’ 

“I  wouldn’t.  A^ou  better  come  down  and  lock  the  door 
after  me.” 

“Shall  you  come  back  again?” 

,  “Yes,  in  any  case,  whether  I  find  young  Air.  Brady  or 
not.” 

“Where  do  you  expect  to  find  him?” 

“Never  mind.  When  T  return  I’ll  Iniock  three  times.’’ 

Alice  now  left  the  house  and,  hurrying  to  the  woods, 
made  her  way  to  the  old  wheel  pit  with  all  possible  speed. 

But  it  amounted  to  nothing.  Flarry  was  not  to  he  found. 

There  was  abundant/ evidence  that  a  number  of  inen 
had  been  on  the  ground,  liowever. 

Waiting  only  to  make  sure  that  she  was  not  being 
watched,  Alice  descended  into  the  pit  and  opened  the  iron 
door. 

Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard. 

She  hur/'ied  ilirougli  the  passage  and,  reaching  the  stone, 
found  it  o]ien,  for  Old  King  Brady  had  canied  away  the 
padlock  it  will  he  remembered. 

Passing  ihrongh  into  the  secret  room,  Alice  found  th.at 
Jack  Gihbioii’s  grave  had  been  opened. 

’I'he  hones  lay  scattered  about  the  floor,  and  the  grave 
had  been  dug  deeper,  evidently,  in  flic  hope  of  finding 
bni'ied  freasnie. 


Alice  now  ascended  flic  winding  stairs  and  came  in  In  the 
gaiTet, 

It  was  just  as  she  ex])ected  to  find  it. 

’fhe  flooi'ing  had  been  ripjicd  nj)  everywhere. 

The  hoarding  ovei'  one  of  tin’  oriel  window, s  liml  been 
t(>rn  away,  and  it  was  through  this  that  tin’  iniin  called 
down  to  “Bill.” 

“'J’hey  had  tlieir  labor  for  their  jiaiiis,  thank  rntfjine!” 
murmui'cd  Alice,  and  making  Inn-  way  ovei-  the  beams,  she 
descended  the  garret  staii's,  where  she  was  easily  ahh'  to 
kick  open  the  door,  for  it  liud  been  nailed  on  this  side. 
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hiii  t  'H  \vii.7  Diit-^ide  with  a  big  stick. 

■  \1 .  bow  vou  Stared  me!'’  be  cried.  ‘‘1 

ll—uebt  tiiev  were  back  again.  Didn't  you  find  young  Mr. 
Hia-i \ ,  tlicM 

I  didn't,”  dghi.ll  Alice,  “and  1  feel  very  much 
afiajt.i  that  he  ha?  been  captured  by  that  biiucli.  It  is  all 
it'.er  nuw.  .Ml.  Daniun.  They  have  ripped  up  the  whole 
ih-or  in  tlie  garret,  but  1  don’t  think  they  found  a  thing.” 

‘T  don't  belie\e  they  did.  1  heard  one  of  them  call  to  the 
other  that  they  hadn't  any  luck.” 

Alice  retired  to  her  room  then,  and  took  what  rest  she 
uas  able  to  obtain. 

Sift  p  was,  uf  course,  impossible.  Her  anxiety  for  the 
Riadvs  overtopped  everything. 

.Such  another  night  she  had  never  put  m. 

At  the  first  glinnner  of  dawn  she  went  to  the  kitchen, 
lighted  a  file,  n;a<!e  •  olfee  and  ale  what  cold  food  she  could 
find  in  tlie  pantry,  then  starting  for  the  old  wheel  pit 
a  get  in. 

viid  now.  as  she  fullv  expected,  she  struck  the  trail  of 
these  men  in  the  sodden  ground. 

She  iollowed  it  through  the  woods  to  a  road,  and  along 
this  loui]  to  a  cioss-ruaJ,  which  led  in  tlie  direction  of  the 
KilU. 

Still  able  to  continue  on  the  trail,  Alice  pushed  on  until 
sh'.  variiO  to  the  laiiroad  track. 

She  could  even  see  where  the  men  had  crossed  it,  the 
giound  was  so  soft. 

The  trail  ended  at  the  head  of  an  old  pier  near  which 
there  was  a  one-stor\  building  with  a  sign  upon  it,  ‘’Boats 
to  Let.” 

Determined  to  pursue  her  investigations  just  as  far  as 
the  trail  would  take  her,  Alice  knocked  on  the  door. 

Her  suirimuiis  was  immediately  answered  by  an  aged 
Ulan,  who  looked  her  over  curiously. 

■’M'ant  a  bout  iiiiss:”  he  asked.  “Y'ou  are  rather  early, 
but  still  - ” 

“’It's  not  a  boat  I  am  after,  but  information,”  replied 
Alice.  ”  Do  \oii  live  here':” 

”Ye^  I  do.” 

A'cre  voii  lu  rc  la-t  night:" 

“Sure.” 

“DitI  a  lot  of  men  land  on  this  pier  about  midnight?” 

“Yes.  they  did.” 

“  1  )i(l  you  sec  them  ?'’ 

”\ot  tlicn.  They  woke  me  up,  but  1  didu’t  get  up  that 
time.  Did  when  they  came  back,  though,  for  1  was  curious 
to  foe  who  they  w.  ie.  'I'hey  came  in  two  boats.” 

“You  sav  vou  saw  them  when  thev  came  back?” 

“Yes.  miss." 

"l»id  they  have  a  \oung  man  with  them  who  'Cemed  to 

h  a  pri-'oii'T?” 

“Y:-.  til..  .■  Oi.L  'rill,  look  him  away  in  one  of  the 
bo.its." 

'■  V.}u  ha\ e  in  id.  .i  wh.'.  the.  were 

“.so,  1  htvti  jctii  then:  before,  so  far  as  1 

I  r  -vv,” 

M;d  here  the  trailing  must  end. 

Ilu-  what  of  Harry? 

What  could  .\licc  think  but  that  they  had  taken  him  out 
on  water  to  make  way  with  him? 


“What  a  night  it  has  •been, ”  she  tliO’'ghi  a.  ?!..  t  -md 
awdv.  “Oh,  what  a  night  !*’ 


(  ’HAPTKR  VI 1 1. 

TilK  SEC’UitT  OF  THE  PACK  OF  C  VHOa, 

Did  King  Brady  could  not  have  tohl  Alice  where  he 
going  wlien  he  left  the  olhee  if  she  had  thought  to  a;k  liirn, 

for  the  fact  was  he  did  not  know. 

It  was  a  time  when  gamblers  were  pretty  well  under 

cover  in  Xew  Y'ork. 

But  there  was  one  house  away  downtown— we  won  t  say 
on  just  what  street— wliich  had  never  been  closed  up  within 
Old  King  Bradv’s  recollection,  and  after  he  got  away  from 
the  office  he  decided  to  go  there,  although  he  was  not  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  man  who  then  kept  it.  He  did  not  e\en 
know  his  name. 

But  he  had  known  the  man's  prc-ckcessor  well. 

“(.)ld  Man  February,”  he  was  always  called,  whateier 
his  real  name  was  and  for  whatever  reason  he  adopted  this. 

The  house  was  an  old,  three-storv  brick  building  stand¬ 
ing  just  off  Broadway,  back  from  the  street,  between  two 
business  buildings. 

Outside  there  was  nothing  to  indicate  its  character  save 
the  fact  that  there  was  no  excuse  for  a  private  house  m 
that  section,  especially  one  which  alv\ays  kept  its  shades 
down  and  its  windows  shut. 

Before  ringing  the  bell  Old  king  Brady  wrote  on  one 
of  his  biisiiiess  card's'; 

“1  am  an  old  friend  of  Mr.  February’s.  1  want  to  StO 
vou  on  strictly  private  business.  Kindly  oblige.” 

His  ring  was  answered  bv  a  colored  man  in  a  whiti/ 
jacket,  who  evidently  recognized  him,  for  he  held  the  d.-.or 
on  its  chain. 

“Say,  boss,  dey  hain’t  no  one  heah,”  he  said.  "De  placeOi 
am  closed.  Fse  on’y  de  caretaker -  dat’s  all.” 

“Of  course.”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “1  understand,  i 
You  just  gi\c  the  boss  my  card,  and  here's  a  dollar  for  i 
you,” 

But  the  man  held  hack. 

“  I'so  a-scart  to  take  it,"  he  said.  “1  know  who  y.,'  be.  i 
Youse  Ole  King  JMa;ly.” 

“Of  course;  I'm  not  making  anv  mvsterv  about  it,  Cant  i 
you  read  it  on  my  card  ?  'I'ake  your  dollar  and  the  .  arJ  in. 

I  know  very  well  there  is  no  game  running  here.” 

'I'his  settled  it,  and  the  door  was  closed. 

At  last  the  door  was  opened  by  a  white  man  nearly  .seven 
feet  tall,  with  an  enormously  large  head  and  only  one  eye. 

“What  did  \ou  want  to  see  Mr.  Beaohain  for?  "  he  asked. 

“Oh!  It  is  Tom  Beacham  who  is  running  this  place,  is 
it?”  replied  Old  King  JMady. 

“Nobody  is  running  it.  The  house  is  d  sed.  as  the  man 
told  you.  Mr.  Beacham  lives  here,  but  he  dvm't  know  you 
except  by  reputation." 

“The  c'ase  is  tlie  same  with  me.  What  1  want  is  sinqdy 
a  little  information  aboui  a  ^ase  of  my  ov.n.  which  if  tkv 
old  man  tebruaiv  was  still  alive  would  be  iiiiiii  tor  lh»’ 
asking,  'rom  Beacham  will  lose  nothing  by  obligin* 

But  1  am  not  going  to  get  down  on  my  kiuvs  and  I  5-kr 
an  interview.  If  he  don't  want  to  stc  me  I  can  g,  “ 
Y’ou  can  come  iu^”  said  the  man,  unchaining  the  'dvVT 
then* 
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Kiiig  BravK  eiuereR  and  ihe  dcor  was  scoured  behind 

him. 

"^ollow  me,’*  'iiid  file  ('ine-evcd  man.  and  he  led  the  wav 
down  into  the  fiort  basement,  which  was  furnished  as  a 
dining-r.'om. 

The  liouio  was  vorv  still,  and  Old  King  Brady  began  to 
think  that  it  aetuallv  iniixht  be  closed. 

I’he  one-eyed  man  placed  a  chair  and  told  Old  King 
Brady  to  wait. 

b  ive  minutes  later  the  once  notorious  gambling  house 
keeper.  Tom  Beadiam,  entered. 

He  was  a  big  man,  too,  and  looked  as  if  he  might  be  the 
one-eyed  manV  brotiier. 

A  big.  toarse-Iooking  proposition,  perhaps  fifty  years 

old. 

“Oh,  how  dyer  do,”  he  exclaimed,  witli  well  assumed 
cordiality.  “Often  heard  old  man  February  speak  of  you. 
Glad  YOU  called.  What  can  I  do  for  you,  anvwav?” 

*  »  y 

“Why,  you  see,  Mr.  Beaeham,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
“we  detectives  run  up  against  all  sorts  of  odd  clews  in  our 
way  of  business.  I've  got  a  case  on  now  which  is  puzzling 
me.  I  hold  what  1' believe  to  be  a  clew,  and  yet  I  can’t 
land  it.  Of  course,  the  details  don’t  interest  you  any,  but 
the  idea  is  this,  an  old  pack  of  cards  is  the  supposed  cletv  in 
question.  It  means  something,  but  I  can’t  makq  out  what. 
\ou  are  supposed  to  be  an  expert  when  it  comes  to  working 
on  playing  cards.  'I  thought  I’d  show'  you  t^is  pack  and 
see  if  YOU  can  make  anvthing  out  of  them  ivhere  I  have 
failed. 

‘‘It  might  be  so,”  replied  the  gambler.  “Let’s  see. the 
pack  of  cards.  T'm  a  man  who  likes  to  oblige  when  it  don’t 
cost  too  much.” 

Old  King  Brady  produced  the  cards,  at  the  same  time 
Landing  Beaeham  and  the  one-eyed  man  cigars. 

Beaeham  ran  the  cards  over  with  wonderful  rapidity, 
considering  their  soiled  condition. 

“These  are  at  least  twenty-tive  years  old,”  he  said. 

“So  1  judge;  the  firm  which  made  them  has  long  since 
passed  out  of  existence.” 

“  Ves,”  assented  the  gambler,  and  he  ran  the  cards  over 
again,  this  time  with  the  backs  toward  him. 

“They  are  not  marked  in  any  way,”  he  declared. 

“f  can  find  no  marks  on  them,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

Beaeham  now  turned  the  cards  face  forward  and  ran 
them  over  still  a  tliird  time,  now  throwing  all  the  court 
card-!  on  the  table  and  tlie  four  tens  with  them. 

“These  ha\e  all  been  wet  and  dried  again,”  he  said. 

“I  know'  that,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “but  I  had  not 
observed  that  all  the  court  cards  had  been  wet.” 

“Yes;  just  the  court  cards  and  tJie  tens.” 

“'iliat  spells  method.” 

“Decidedly.” 

“And  a  definite  purpose,”  added  tlie  one-eyed  man,  who 
Wu  watching  all  this  'with  apparent  interest. 

“  \  >  doubt  uf  it,”  replied  'I'orn  Beaeham,  “and  that 
but  one  thing.  The  wet  cards  have  been  split.” 

He  held  one  or  two  up  to  the  light,  which  was  none  too 
gv  .d,  for  tne  nindow  shade.s  were  down  here,  as  elsewhere, 
IL  ine  front  of  the  house, 

•  fie  added,  ‘‘they  Lave  been  split  and  pasted  to- 

ge'.ner  ugain.”  -  -  —  ^ 


And  now  Old  King  Brady  satv  it  all. 

“How  thick  I  was  not  to  tli^ik  of  it,”  he  said  to  him 
self.  “Well,  every  man  to  his  trade,  and  mine  has  uoij 
been  that  of  a  card  sharp.” 

j  So  sure  was  he  that  ho  would  now'  have  pulled  out  if  luj 
could  liave  done  so  with  decency. 

But  he  could  not.  Tlie  man  w'as  evidently  determined! 
to  know'  more. 

“Bagnall,’’  he  said  to  his  companion,  “get  me  a  basin  oJ^ 
warm  w'ater  and  two  flatirons.” 

The  one-eyed  man  departed. 

“I  have  heard,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady,  “that  peopl* 
in  your  line  of  business  sometimes  tip  each  other  oil'  h; 
splitting  a  playing  card  and  writing  a  message  on  it.' 

“That's  right,”  replied  Beaeham,  flipping  the  ashe.' 
from  liis  cigar.  “It's  an  old  gambler’s  trick.  Of  course 
the  telephone  has  dene  aw'ay  w'itii  all  tliat.” 

“I  suppose  so.  What  are  you  going  to  do;  open  one  oi] 
the  cards;” 

“Yes.  Ace  of  spades.” 

“Why  the  ace  of  spades?” 

“Because  owing  to  the  number  of  the  cards  wliieli  ha\J 
I  been  split,  the  message  is  probably  a  long  one.  It  wai 
customary  in  old  times  to  begin  it  on  spades  in  that  case 
ace,  king,  queen,  and  so  on — see?” 

“Yes;  and  clubs  'followed.” 

“E.xactly;  then  diamonds,  then  hearts.” 

“I  see.” 

Bagnall  returned  with  the  basin  and  flatirons. 

“Xow,  give  me  that  bunch  of  blotters  in  the  desk,”  saiej 
Beaeham  as  he  dropped  the  ace  of  spades  into  the  water] 


Before  Bagnall  could  get  back  with  the  blotters  the  care 


parted  into  two  pieces,  the  w'ater  was  so  hot. 

Writing  could  be  seen  on  the  inside  of  the  back,  but 
there  w'as  too  much  paste  to  render  it  legible.  But  thi-j 
giadually  disappeared. 

Beaeham  Ashed  out  the  top  part  of  the  card  and  turneej 
it  over.  -Here  there  w'as  no  Writing. 

“This  was  not  done  by  a  gambler,”  he  said;  “if  it  had 
been  he  would  have  used  both  sides  rather  than  go  to  thi 
bother  of  splitting  up  so  many  cards.”  ' 

The  paste  having  now  disappeared,  he  fished  out  the 
back,  and,  placing  it  between  tw^o  blotters,  put  those  be] 
tw'een  the  flatirons,  holding  them  together  firmly  for  sev¬ 
eral  minutes. 

When  he  removed  them,  the  card,  though  not  dry,  hai 
assumed  shape  and  the  w'liting  was  distinctly  visible. 

Old  King  Brady  reached  for  the  card,  but  he  did  not  gej 
it.  Beaeham  picked  it  up. 

“Hold  on,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  said  with  a  laugh.  “I  havd 
helped  you  out  with  this  business,  so  I  think  I  am  entitle! 
to  know'  what  we  have  struck.  Don’t  you  think  so?” 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  old  detective,  who,  of  eciirse| 
could  not  say  anything  else. 

And  d'orn  Beaeham  read  as  follows: 

“The  true  story  of  that  dreadful  Thui'sday  night.  Feb-i 
ruary  10,  18 — .  Jonathan  Gibbion.” 

As  he  read  the  name  Old  King  Brady  thought  he  de| 
tected  a  look  of  surprise,  but  it  passed  like  a  shadow,  aiu 
might  have  been  mere  accident,  after  all. 

Beaeham  pauaed. 
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“Well?”  said  the  old  detective.  | 

“It’s  in  cipher.  1  can  make  nothing  of  it.  I’erhaps  you 
can.” 

He  passed  over  the  card. 

“I  am  pretty  -well  up  in  secret  ciphers,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “It  will  take  me  a  few  minutes  to  apply  the  rules 
which  govern  the  well-known  kinds.” 

“Go  aliead.  ^Meantime,  I’ll  open  a  few  more  cards.” 

He  dropped  the  king,  queen  and  jack  of  spades  into  the 
basin,  while  Old  King  Brady  studied  the  cipher. 

He  could  make  nothing  of  it.  None  of  his  rules  applied, 
still  he  kept  at  it  till  the  other  cards  had  all  been  split 
and  dried. 

All  had  writing  in  cipher  on  the  inside  of  the  backs. 

Beacham  numbered  them  in  their  order. 

“I  can  do  nothing  with  this  cipher,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  “so  I  need  not  trouble  you  further.  I  am  greatly 
obliged,” 

“A"ou  are  very  welcome,  I’m  sure.” 

“If  you  will  accept - ” 

“But  I  won’t  I  don’t  oblige  for  money,  even  if  I  am  a 
gambler.” 

“You  don’t  exactly  understand  me.  I  was  about  to 
,6ay - ” 

“Wait  a  minute.  Of  course,  you  don’t  w^ant  to  tell  your 
buflinesa,  and  I’m  not  asking  it,  but  I  am  naturally  a  bit 
curious.  There  w^ere  two  Jonathan  Gibbions,  and  I  knew 
ozie  of  them  well  when  I  was  a  young  man;  Jack  Gibbion 
we  always  called  him.  He  was  a  good  sport.  He  was 
drowned  in  the  Kills  twenty-five  years  ago.  His  fatlier 
died  some  eight  months  ago.  Has  this  business  to  do  with 
him?” 

It  was  scarcely  possible  to  refuse  to  answer  this  question, 
which  was  very  politely  put, 

“Well,  it  has,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  understanding 
that  interested  look  now. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  about  getting  the  cipher 

read  ?” 

“Oh,  I  can’t  say,  offhand,  I  shall  find  some  way,  no 
doubt.” 

“I  know  a  man  who  can  probably  read  it  offliand.” 

“Who  is  that?” 

“He  is  the  brother  of  Jonathan  Oibbiou — Jack’^  uncle.” 

“He  must  be  a  pretty  old  man,” 

“  He  is  an  old  man.  He's  aji  old  sport,  too.  It  was  from 
him,  1  suppose,  that  Jack  got  his  wild  streak.” 

“What’s  his  first  name?” 

“Bill — William,  of  course.  Old  Bill  Gibbion  must  be 
over  seventy,” 

“I  knew  there  was  such  a  man,  but  I  heard  he  died  in 
Gliina  years  ago.”  j 

“The  old  man  was  once  a  sailor.  It  was  rejiorted  that' 
he  died,  but  he  didn’t.  He  was  on  the  dead  outs  with  bis| 
brother  and  all  lii.-i  people  but  his  nephew  Jack.”  j 

“Was  he  older  or  younger  than  Jonathan?'’  j 

“Younger.  ’I'he  youngest  child.  IVier  (Hldtinn  was 
their  father.  He  divided  up  his  estate  before  liis  death.  I 
Gave  Jonathan  the  homestead,  his  danghter  and  Bill  got 
cash.  Bill  ran  through  his  in  no  time.  Then  he  went  j 
to  sea,  .After  he  cauie  bnek  he  went  into  my  business  iinder 
cnotiiar  name;  had  his  ups  and  dowus  like  all  card  turuurs. ' 


He’s  nil  out  of  it  now.  Dead  back  number.  You  rouldn  t 
get  him  to  touch  a  card  with  tong's.  He  j-  in  goo*!  hoiltli, 
though,  and  you  would  never  gue-s  his  age.’* 

“Does  he  look  anything  like  this?”  a-ked  Did  King 
Brady,  jirodueing  the  photograjih. 

d'om  Beacham  really  looked  surprised  now. 

“Say,  Baggy,  look  at  this,  will  you?”  he  evelnimed. 
“Wlio'd  ever  guess  thui  old  Bill  didn't  sit  for  that  pic¬ 
ture  ?” 

“The  resemblance  is  s.o  strong?”  asked  Old  King  Brady, 
thinking  of  Dantoii’s  gliost  story. 

“Yes,”  replied  Bagnall,  handing  him  the  photograph. 

“What  makes  you  think  he  can  read  the  cipher?”  asked 
Old  King  Brady. 

“Because  he  once  told  me  that  the  Gibbion  family — it's 
very  old,  you  know — had  a  secret  cipher  of  their  own 
which  they  brought  over  from  France  with  them,  and  that 
all  the  family  were  taught  it.  Of  course,  when  I  saw  the 
name  it  naturally  occurred  to  me  that  here  was  a  job  for 
old  Bill.  I  can  give  yon  a  line  to  him  if  you  wish,  Mr. 
Brady.” 

“I  shall  be  greatly  obliged.  Where  is  he  living?" 

“Funny  place.  In  the  graveyard.” 

“Oh,  he  works  for  some  cemetery,  then.” 

“YouTe  dead  wrong.” 

“Ah!  I  understand  you.  He  is  employed  by  the  com¬ 
pany  that  buys  up  the  old  condemned  sliipping  down  at 
Perth  Amboy.” 

“That’s  it.  He’s  a  watchman  there.  It  is  easy  work, 
and  gives  tlie  old  boy  enough  to  live  on.  I  advise  you  to 
see  him  unless  you  tliink  it  will  interfere  with  your  plans. 
Of  course,  I  have  not  the  faintest  idea  of  the  nature  of  the 
case  you  are  working  on,  or  in  wdio's  interest  you  are  act¬ 
ing.” 

“It  w'oulcl  bo  unprofessional  for  me  to  explain  the  case, 
Air,  Beacham,  but  1  don't  mind  telling  you  that  I  am 
w'orking  for  a  grandniece  of  this  man.” 

‘toil,  yes.  I  have  lieard  him  mention  such  a  person. 
She  must  bo  the  daughter — granddaughter,  I  mean — of 
his  sister  .Anne,  who  married  Rightineyer.” 

“That's  it." 

“Does  she  get  the  property  down  on  Staten  Island?” 

“She  has  already  got  it.  The  estate  was  settled  some 
months  ago.” 

“I  see.  Well,  would  you  like  the  letter?” 

“Certainly.  It  will  complete  the  obligation.” 

Beacham  went  to  his  desk  and  wrote  a  brief  letter  of 
introduction,  ’fliis  ho  enclosed  in  an  envelope  and  ad¬ 
dressed  it  to  “Will.  Brown.  Graveyard,  Perth  Amboy, 
X.  J.” 

Aoaiii  Old  Kina-  Bradv  thanked  him,  and  after  some  fur- 
tlier  small  talk,  withdrew. 

But  as  lie  walked  towards  Broadway  the  old  detective 
did  not  I'xperieiKc  the  sati'^faetioii  that  might  have  been 
expected. 

Tom  Bcnoliam  seemed  altogether  too  willing — to  knv^w* 
too  nnieii. 

“I  am  not  sure.*’  muttered  Hie  old  detective,  “that  1 
have  not  su|ijdied  a>  much  iuformntion  as  1  have  m'eixeii. 
and  am  now  asked  to  supply  more.  1  ishall  tUiui  twict 


TT 


ore  I  !,"’s  up  thi«i  oM  >port,  bv.t  if  I  cnnnot  quickly  .uct  j  '‘Vou've  j:::nt  me  foul,-'  he  eaid.  “I'm  ready  to  travel 
thn!  c'.ph-r  :nterp'-( ted,  that'>  ubnt  it  will  have  to  he.”  on.” 

"Oh,  I  darepay,”  replied  the  man  with  a  sneer,  “but  as 


OllArTKI^  IX. 

H^TRY  FVT  T.5  into  U\D  Tf  W'P?. 
Harr\  -.rnen  tooV  uji  Ip'-j 


j  it  happens  we  are  not  (piitc  ready  to  let  you  travel  on. 
j  dust  liand  me  that  revolver  and  ;;ivc  an  account  of  yoiir- 
Folf.  bat  the  mischief  brings  vou  here,  anyway?” 


la  Ote  woods,  had  r.uiier  r  .r.ntod  on  the  r 


inn  .It  the  oid  vh.el  pit  I  pj^^  oilier  two  stepped  inside  then. 


am. 


One  was  an  exceedingly  tall  man,  with  one  eye  out. 


b  <t  feei.njf  that  ’t  v  ns  going  to  he  toriious  work  standing: 
under  it,  he  looked  around  for  other 


He  bron^'ht  an  umbrella  alone'  with  ni'u  from  the  office  ;  i,.  t>  n  '  j  u  ii-rt 

''  ‘  'j  It  was  nagnalh  of  course,  and  the  man  Harry  held  up 

’S  was  Tom  Ih.-'acham. 

Thpr-.  .  K-  ^  .  TOcans  of  jlieUer.  |  ..  |  question,”  faid  Younp;  King 

climbed  un  in,  n  "  "  T  A"  r'’"'!""  ‘  j  Brady,  •■hot  1  donbt  it  vo„  could  answer  it  as  easily  as  I 

flrtablv  ZIT  ZZ"'"  ^  ''ero  to  get  out  of  the  rain.” 

tL'  I"  ““  I  Tbc  gambler  strode  toward  him,  and  while  the  other  two 

Tt  f  *  j;  1  .  .  jhcld  him  covered,  he  threw  back  the  lapel  of  Harry’s  coat, 

^  an  luoal  place  from  wb’cb  to  wnieh  for  it  eom-  ■  i  i  i  i 

manned  a  full  view  ot  the  wlie^^l  jut  1  i  *  -  t.'* 

Harry  lit  a  cigar  and  made  him.=olf  rorv  comfortable,  i  „  ‘  ® 

Kven  when  the  first  light  rain  began  ho  did  not  mind  it  a  !  ■ 


bit,  but  when  the  thunderstorm  set  in,  tliat  wn.s  another 
thing. 

Hi^  perch  had  now  become  positively  dangerous,  and  he 
hastened  to  get  down. 

The  rain  wa.s  pouring  in  torrents.  The  umbrella 


A  fourth  man  now  pushed  his  way  in. 

He  was  tall  and  elderly. 

In  hi.s  hand  he  carried  a  lantern. 

As  the  liglit  fell  on  his  face,  Harry  was  at  once  struck 
with  its^  strong  resemblance  to  the  photograph  of  Jonathan' 
Gibbion. 


amounted  to  nothing.  At  last  the  wind  caught  it.  turned  i  rn  vj  i  i.  i,  3-  •  :]  wi,  j 

it  inside  out  and  blew  it  away  altogether.  '  (Vhen  Harry  |  disguised,  either,  and  that 

finally  rescued  it  the  thing  was  a  hopeless  wreck. 


tMiat  was  tojie  done  now? 


was  the  puzzling  part  of  it. 

He  looked  like  an  old  aristocrat,  but  he  was  but  roughly 


He  was  rapidly  becoming  drenched,  and  risky  though  jf  J 


was,  there  seemed  no  other  wav  than  to  seek  sheltci'  in  the  ! 
pa.vsage  which  opened  from  the  vxhecl  pit,  there  to  await 
the  passing  of  the  gale. 

But  it  did  not  pass. 

Every  moment  renditions  grew  worse;  it  was  now  nearlv 


“Who  have  we  here,  ’Tom  ?”  he  demanded. 

“The  old  man's  partner,  T  fancy,”  was  the  reply. 
“Ah  I  So?  Tnu  are  Young  King  Brady?” 

Tlarp'  nodded. 

Others  hatl  crowded  in  now.  There  was  no  escape. 


midnight,  and  every  moment  Harry  kept  tilling  liimself  i  tnese  people  ^  ti  apped  Old  King  Brad}  in  some 

that  he  must  pull  out  the  next,  but  when  in  the  next  it  was  inmcolf 

raining  as  hard  as  ev'^r,  he  .Tmaincd, 


way?  he  asked  himself, 

Ho  could  only  guess, 

3fost  of  those  who  had  just  come  in  carried  tools.  One 
rnw-har.  .Another  carried  three  hammers.  Tm^o 


And  it  ended  as  might  have  boon  o.xpected.  A'oiing  Kin; 

Bradv  remained  just  one  moment  too  long.  I  ' 

Suddenly  a  man  appeared  at  the  iron  door.  jeanied  ;-a\(.',  and  so  on,  ^ 

Harry  had  not  heard  liim  coming,  the  storm  made  such  a  I  “Ireasiirc  hunters,  prepared  for  biL'iness,  thought 
racket  outside.  | 'Tonng  King  Bradv,  “  It  is  to  bo  hoped  they  don't  jnter- 

Tnstantly  A’oung  King  Brady  covered  him  with  his  re-  with  .Mice.  timn. 
volver  "  -  ■  ,  ••'.A'hnt  shall  we  cio  with  him?”  demanded  the  old  man. 

“Hands  up!”  he  breathed.  “Blest  if  i  know,  replied  Bcacham. 

He  was  a  tall,  powerfiillv  built  man  of  about  dftv.  Ho  masked  it  would  be  one  thing,” 

carried  an  umbrella,  and  appeared  to  be  taken  all  by  siir-  ?aid  Bagnall.  “but  as  it  is  wo  have  to  think  of  ourselves.” 

“  “We  certainly  do,"  assented  the  gambler.  “The  first 

The  hands  went  up,  but  as  he  raised  them  the  man  i  thing  is  to  tie  him  up  and  lca\e  him  heic. 
paljpfl.  j  .\nd  this  was  done.  , 

‘•'Fox  in  the  hole  !  Onlv  one.  Kook  out!"  '  Hope  was  plenty.  One  of  the  men  carried  a  coil  of  it. 

Harn-  was  disguste.l,  for  he  now  realized  that  he  had  to  ^  i^dnutes  Harry  found  himself  a  het])less  pris- 

f>a!  with  others.  joner  •  ^  . 

‘•How  manv  are  there  of  yon?”  he  demanded.  |  Zhey  left,  him  where  they  found  him,  just  inside  the  iron 

“On!'-  eight,"  replied  the  man,  coolly.  “.Shoot  me  jf  ,  door,  and  passed  on. 

Tou  want  to,  A'ou'li  never  get  beyond  the  door."  j  .And  hero  poor  Harry  remained  while  all  the  racket  was 

And  ^-nn  a'-  he  ^aid  it  a  hand  was  thrust  in  on  cither  j  going  on  over  .Mice's  head. 


When  at  last  this  hunch  returned,  it  was  easy  to  tell  by 
their  talk  that  they  had  failed. 

Torn  Bcacham  ordered  the  men  outside,  while  he  and 
Harr%  poeknt.ed  hi«.  rexolvcr.  There  was  nothing  else  to  Bagnall  and  the  old  man  remained, 

'  “What  brought  you  here  to-night?”  demanded  Bcacham. 


ndf  of  him,  aVd  in  rarh  hand  was  a  cocked  revolver. 

'  Shall  I  keej)  mv  hami.s  up?"  demanded  the  man.  “It 
hardly  pay,  will  it? 


V  I 
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‘‘Husinesp,”  replied  Harr}, 

try  to  balk  me,  l)o\,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for 
you.  Did  you  conic  here  to  try  to  solve  the  myster.x  of  tlie 
ghosts  which  are  supposed  to  hauut  the  old  (lihbion  manor 
house  ?” 

“Thafs  it,”  replied  Harry. 

**And  the  ladv  is  V’our  wife?” 

V'  %/ 

“Partner.  Have  3’ou  harmed  her?” 

“Not  a  hair  of  her  head.  ^Ye  are  not  that  sort.  What 
do  you  know  about  hidden  money  here — anything?” 

“Nothing  whatever.” 

“Beyond  suspecting  its  existence?” 

“Beyond  suspecting  its  existence,  as  you  say.” 

“He  seems  to  be  giving  it  out  straight.”  said  Beacham 
ithen.  “Just  step  here  a  minute,  you  two.” 

He  drew  them  back  into  the  passage,  and  they  talked  in 
whispers  for  some  little  time. 

At  last  Ba.gnall  came  and,  untying  Harry's  legs,  lifted 
him  to  his  feet. 

Beacham  and  the  old  man  presently  followed. 

“Brady,  you  have  to  go  along  with  us,”  the  former  said. 

“Where  to?”  demanded  Harry. 

“To  the  grave3^ard,”  replied  the  gambler,  solemnly,  and 
all  three  laughed. 

Harry  did  not  “tumble.”  There  was  no  particular  rea¬ 
son  why  he  should.  ' 

They  passed  outside,  and  the  long  tramp  to  the  Kills  be- 

gan. 

The  rain  had  now  nearly  ceased,  but  the  wind  blew 
fiercely.  The  mud  was  a  great  trial.  At  last  they  reached 
the  pier,  where  the  old  boatman  reported  them  to  Alice. 

The  others  had  preceded  them  here,  and  twT  long  row¬ 
boats  were  ready. 

It  was  dreadfully  crowded.  Harry  feared  that  the  boat 
he  was  in  would  upset. 

But  they  had  not  far  to  go. 

Running  a  little  ways  down  the  Kills,  they  came  up 
alongside  a  large  tug,  w^hich  was  waiting  in  the  stream, 
and  went  aboard. 

How  the  others,  who  seemed  to  be  just  ordinary  laborers, 
disposed  of  themselves  Harry  did  not  know,  but  he  was 
taken  into  the  cabin  along  with  Beacham,  Bagnall  and  the 
old  man. 

As  the  tug  started,  Beacham  began  to  question  him 
rlosolv  about  Old  King  Brady. 

“Are  vou  bi:  partner?”  he  asked. 

“I'm  his  partner.”  replied  Harry. 

'  “You  make  a  lot  of  money,  don't  vou?" 

“When  business  is  good  we  make  money." 

“Old  King  Brady  is  ^ery  rich,  isn’t  he?" 

“He  is  worth  something.  T  don't  knov  how  mueh." 

“Where  doe.:;  he  keep  his  mone^  ?" 

“Now,  what  a  questjon  that  is  to  ask  1  He  has  his  monev 
invested  in  \arious  things,  same  as  other  people." 

“So  invested  that  he  can  turn  it  into  read\  rash?" 

“You'll  have  to  ask  him.  Why  are  you  asking  me  all 

the.:e  f|iieeti<ms.  au^uay;" 

I  “Re.au'e  \vr  want  answers--ve  propose  to  have  them 
foo." 

I  hare  answered  3011  the  best  wa3  I  can.  Old  Kmc 


Hi.id'  don't  tell  me  all  hi.'  buiiness.  Where  is  he.  an  - 
how : " 

"Vou  are  here  (0  a^s,^^er  m3  questions.  no<  to  a-k  qnor- 
tions  of  your  own,"  snapped  Bagnall. 

“I  am  here  because  you  brought  mo  here — that's  why 
I'm  here."  said  Hanw.  sulkily,  and  after  that  they  did  not 
get  much  out  of  him.  .\t  last  Bcacliam  gave  it  up. 

Tlioy  were  running  down  the  Kill  von  Kull  at  the  best 
speer]  the  tug  could  make,  and  now  Harry  had  "tumbled’’ 
and  understood  the  joke  about  the  graveyard. 

At  this  time  many  old  Sound  and  river  steamers  were 
going  out  of  commission,  giving  place  to  craft  of  more 
modern  build. 

Certain  enterprising  parties  formed  a  company  and 
bought  those  boats,  breaking  them  up  for  their  iron,  brass, 
glass  and  other  exprnsive  fittings. 

At  this  time  a  great  many  such  boat.^,  as  well  as  sailing 
vessels,  were  l)eing  thus  di.smantled  in  a  deep  bay  near 
Perth  Amboy.  .  The  place  was  locally  known  as  the  gra\e- 
yard,  or,  as  some  called  it,  the  bonevard. 

Harry  had  been  tlierc  more  than  once  and  knew  all  about 
it. 

At  last  the  tug  came  to  a  standstill,  and  it  was  no  sur¬ 
prise  to  Young  King  Brad3-.  when  upon  going  out  on  deck 
he  found  that  they  were  among  the  old  hulks  of  the  crave- 
yard,  at  some  distance  from  the  shore. 

He  was  taken  aboard  a  big  Hudson  River  steamer  which 
was  nearly  intact.  , 

“Now,  then,  Brady,  here  you  arc,  and  here  for  a  while 
you  stay,”  said  Beacham  as  they  entered  the  main  gangway, 
“and  J  want  to  say  tb.is  much  to  you.  1  got  you  by  mere 
accident,  for  which  you  have  only  yourself  to  blame.  I'm 
the  most  reasonable  man  on  earth,  and  don't  want  to  make 
vou  any  more  trouble  than  1  have  to.  There  are  reasons 
why  I  can’t  set  you  free  for  a  short  time,  but  I  have  no 
intention  of  doing  you  any  harm  unless  I  am  forced  into  it, 
which  I  sincerely  trust  may  not  l^e  the  case." 

Harry  was  then  led  to  a  state-room  on  the  main  deck 
and  locked  in. 

Was  Old  King  Brady  also  a  prisoner  on  tlic  steamboat  ? 

He  felt  almost  sure  of  it. 

But  how  had  these  people  captured  him? 

As  to  this  Harry  could  only  guess. 


CHAPTER  X. 

WHAT  ALICE  DTP. 

If  ever  Alice  was  puzzled  to  know  what  course  to  pursue 
it  was  that  morning  as  she  stood  there  on  the  little  pier. 

After  some  thought  she  walked  on  to  Port  Richmond  and 
found  opportunity  to  call  up  the  Bradys'  house  on  Wash¬ 
ington  Square,  and  to  inquire  of  Julius,  thpir  colored  man- 
of-all-work  for  the  old  defoctive. 

But  Julius  could  give  ber  no  information. 

I  He  had  neither  seen  nor  hen’'d  of  Old  King  Pndv  sincp 
he  left  the  house  the  morning  before. 

Alice  had  been  thinking  dc(‘ply  on  the  c.isc  as  she  walked 
along.  E^ident]v  ()|d  King  Bradv  had  been  sidetr,vke  1 
somehow,  or  he  never  would  havp  absented  him.'^elf  in  th?* 
I  fashion.  She  rememhered  the  talk  lie  had  made  with  D«n- 
‘  ton  about  Mr.  Gibbiou's  brother. 
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'H-'  rr.u‘  r.f  This  person  and  \^as  following  it:” 

!  IS  n  kTi-n  all^hat  r^uld  he  learned  ahont  the  man, 
•A.iiked  on  m  .\1  \^  (pejins*  and  rang  the  hell. 

\  ''•'fonra^d  IcKAhnp  woman  anstvored  the  call. 

-Mr.  Wiggins  ic  in  bed.”  ?hp  ?aid.  “He's  laid  np  with 
rhenmatvm.  T  don't  believe  he  oan  ?eo  you.” 

-Von  remember  mo.  I  think?”  said  Alice,' who  had  seen 
rV  woman  before,  although  ^he  had  not  spoken  with  her. 
on  are  one  of  the  det^ctixe-s  aren’t  vou^*’ 

-Ves.” 

‘•I  >aw  \ou  when  you  called  before.  What  is  it  voii 
want?” 

-dust  to  have  a  little  further  talk  with  ^Ir.  AYiggins, 
who.  1  .suppose,  is  your  father.” 

“My  uncle.” 

-It  really  is  verv  important  if  you  would  not  mind  tell¬ 
ing  liiin.” 

.\lioe  tx as  told  to  come  in.  then,  and  after  some  delay 
Txas  taken  to  the  old  livery  man  s  bedroom,  wliere  she  found 
him  bolstered  up  with  a  coat  ahont  his  shoulders. 

Anything  new  developed?”  he  asked  when  thev  were 
alone.  - 

“I  should  say  so,  replied  Alice,  and  she  told  him  what 
had  happened  the  previous  night,  mentioning  al^o  Old 
King  Brady’s  unexplained  absence. 

“They  were  after  hidden  money,  of  cour.sc_,’'  declared 
Wiggins. 

“Of  course.”  replied  Aline,  “and  if  they  can  be  believed 
they  didn't  find  any.  for  J  heard  one  hall  out  the  window 
TO  another  to  that  effect.  But  tell  me,  Air.  Wiggins,  it  is 
what  1  came  here  for,  what  do  yon  know  about  old  Air. 
Gibbion's  brother,  wlio  is  believed  to  have  died  in  China 
years  ago.*’ 

“Xot  much.  I  remember  liirn,  hut  only  as  a  boy  remem¬ 
bers  a  man  a  good  ten  vears  older  than  himself.” 

“What  was  his  name?” 

“William.  He  ran  through  his  share  of  the  propert}*, 
and  then  folloTxed  the  sea;  but  sav.  he  didn’t  die  in  China, 
Alis.s  Alontgomery.  He  let  that  storv  stand.  Alebbe  his 
brother  believed  it,  but  dark  l^new  better.  The  man  re¬ 
turned  to  Xew  A'ork  and  became  a  professional  gambler. 
Jack  u.sed  to  see  TYele  Bill,  as  he  called  him,  right  along.” 

“Is  he  still  living?” 

“I  haven’t  the  least  idea.” 

“It  occurred  to  me  that  he  rn.ay  be  the  person  who  the 
Pantons  and  Hippolyte  took  for  Jonathan  Gibbion’s 
ghost/’ 

“T*  might  be  se.  T  have  heard  Jack  say  that  Uncle  Bill 
I'viked  just  like  hi-  father.” 

e  f  ,^ifb  the  idea  that  he  stiH 

r-r:  ;,nd  th;if  if  i-  lie  xcho  xxas  af  the  hoHom  of  lasf  night's 
.-=•11  -.n  the  garret  and  ef  tliis  whole  gho^t  business.  Can 

.aggeii  an'  -eax  h  '  vhirh  I  can  find  out.  Is  there  any 

. "’uri']  that  kno'x  -  the  man  f 

T'--  '  nC  -er-or.  I  <  an  think  of  live'-  at  Perth  .Nmboy. 
Jje  rr.-'-.t  -c  .4  v^  r  ..Id  man  now  if  Im  i«till  lixes.  Mis  name 
Hth':.  Hutciung-.  He  i-.  a  di-tanl  eousiii  of  the  (iibl.ioiis 
th.rW  'e  e,r  I  nele  Rill's.  I  believe.  If  '  oil  could  get 
rr.,"-,*  Ram  -omefhing.  1  can  think  of  no  one 
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c  asked  herself,  ‘-that  he  had  |  “M'bal  sort  of  a  man  i^  he?  Rich  or  poor?” 

“Ph.  lie  has  uionc\-  a  lol  of  if.  Me  is  a  regular  old 
miser,  too.  a  monovlender  and  all  that,  buf,  under- fa  ml  me, 
he  is  probablx  dead.” 

“It  would  do  no  harm  fo  look  him  up,  1  suppose,”  said 
Aliee.  -|  must  do  something.” 

Mhal  she  did  was  to  go  to  Perth  Amho' . 

1'he  first  inquiry  she  made  gave  her  the  necessary  in¬ 
formation. 

Kveryhody  knevx’  old  Silas  Hutohings. 

A  gloomy  old  fortres.s  not  far  from  the  ferry  landing 
was  pointed  out  as  Ilia  house. 

Alice  was  about  to  lung  the  hell  when  tlie  dour  xx as  siid- 
denlv  opened  and  a  man  walked,  or  rather  waddled,  oui. 

d’lie  house  stood  flush  with  the  street,  and  Alice  liaxl  no 
time  to  ooneeal  herself,  as  she  certainly  would  have  done 
if  she  bad  been  given  the  chance,  for  the  man  was  Hijipo- 
lyte,  the  hnnchback. 

He  not  only  saxv  her,  hut  he  CAidently  rec’ognized  her, 
for  his  ugly  face  was  tAvisted  into  a  hundred  knots. 

“He  knoAvs  something,”  thought  Alice.  “1  can  tell  by 
the  AA'ay  he  glares  at  me,  Hei’e  he  comes.” 

At  first  Hippolyte  made  as  though  he  Avas  going  to  turn, 
and  then  he  came  on.  looking  straight  aliead. 

Poubtfnl  AvhctlTe.r  to  address  him  or  not,  Alice  decided 
against  it  and  let  him  pass  her. 

At  first  she  thought  he  was  going  by  without  paying  any 
attention  to  her. 

But  no!  As  he  Avent  hv  he  suddenly  turned  his  great 
head  and  stuck  his  longue  out.  scoAvling  liorrililv. 

“FolloAv  me  if  you  dare!’’  he  hissed.  “FoIIoav  me  if 
you  dare!” 

With  this  he  went  waddling  on, 

EA-erybody  stared  at  him  :  it  Avas  evident  that  he  was 
no  familiar  figure  on  Berth  Amboy  streets, 

Alice  made  no  answer  ;  indeed,  she  turned  her  head  away, 
hut  she  resolved  to  accept  the  challenge,  and  she  followed 
at  a  distance. 

Again  and  again  he  looked  back,  and  at  last  seeing  that 
she  Avas  still  coming,  he  suddenly  stepped  aside  and  dodged 
into  an  old  shed. 

He  had  now  almost  reached  the  water  front  on  a  side 
street  into  which  he  had  turned. 

Alice  pressed  on  and,  coming  to  the  shed,  found  that  it 
must  once  have  been  used  by  a  stone  cutter. 

One  of  the  hoards  at  the  hack,  low  down  towards  the 
ground,  Avas  off. 

As  she  could  see  nothing  of  Hippolyte,  she  judged  that  it 
was  by  this  road  he  had  disappeared. 

Alice  hurried  around  the  shed. 

Thr  Avater  lay  just  hpyond.  There  was  a  tumbled  down 
wharf  Imrp  Avbirh  looked  as  if  the  next  storm  must  wash  it 
awav,  Hippolyfp  was  nowhere  to  he  seen. 

“And  m^w  what  to  do?”  Alice  asknd  herself.  “Am  I. 
running  off  the  track?” 

She  had  half  a  mind  to  give  it  up. 

But  tlmn  she  r<=f1pctpd  that  if  Hippolyte  Avas  on  calling 
terms  Avith  Silas  Hutohings,  sho  AAas  not  likely  to  get  niueli 
out  of  (he  monovlondpr. 

“I  am  afraid  1  am  on  fho  wrong  track,”  sho  said  to  her- 
eeif.  ‘I It  looks  as  if  Hippolyte  might  be  at  the  bottom  of 
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it  after  all.  Guess  I’ll  stick  to  the  hunchback  a?  long  a? 
I  can.” 

She  returned  to  the  shed  and,  taking  up  her  position 
just  around  the  corner  of  the  building,  stood  watching  the 
wharf. 

She  was  still  there  when  suddenly  she  heard  voices  inside 
the  shed. 

Several  people  had  passed  along  the  street ;  these  two 
appeared  to  have  turned  in. 

Alice  peeped  through  a  crack.  There  stood  an  aged 
man,  very  shabbily  dressed,  and  with  him  was  a  tall,  aristo¬ 
cratic  man  of  at  least  seventy,  who  was  dressed  with  equal 
ahabbiness. 

“I’m  mighty  glad  I  met  you,  Bill,’^  said  the  elder  of  the 
pair.  “How  you  getting  along?” 

“Not  at  all,”  was  the  answer,  and  then  the  two  stood 
staring  at  each  other  in  silence. 

Not  for  an  instant  could  Alice  doubt  who  the  aristocratic 
man  was,  for  his  resemblance  to  the  photograph  of  Jona¬ 
than  Gibbion  was  most  marked. 

Here,  surely,  was  Uncle  Bill  I 

“Fortune  has  favored  me,”  thought  Alice,  “but  is  the 
other  Silas  Hutchings?” 

She  was  kept  but  an  instant  in  doubt. 

“Well,  Silas,  have  you  nothing  to  say?”  asked  Uncle 
Bill,  after  a  moment. 

“I  don't  know  as  I  have,”  was  the  reply. 

“Have  you  succeeded  in  locating  Hippolyte?  You 
thought  you  were  going  to  he  able  to,  you  know.” 

“No,”  replied  Silas.  “I  tried  and  failed.  Me  never 
came  down  this  way,  that's  sure.” 

“Liar!”  thought  Alice.  “Here's  plotting.  I  must  cer¬ 
tainly  try  to  catch  on.” 

She  caught  on  to  something  with  Iscr  eyes  a?  well  as  her 
ears,  for  at  this  moment  she  saw  the  hunchback  pulling 

away  from  the  old  wharf  in  a  rowboat, 

«/ 

Alice  now  found  herself  betA’een  two  fires. 

Whether  to  stand  listening  or  to  start  after  Hippolyte 
was  the  question  of  the  moment.  Jnstening  won.  She 
held  to  her  position. 

There  was  another  silence,  and  then  Uiulc  Bill  said, 
slowly ; 

“Silas  Hiitehings,  1  lielieve  you  nre  de(■ei^  iug  me.” 

“Honest,  T  hain't,  Bill.  Mniu't  wc  pullod  together  in 
this  husinecs  from  the  start?  Yhv  should  T  deceive  you?” 

“There  cerlainly  is  no  reason.  AVe  liave  been  friends  for 
a  lifetime,  and  a  long  one  at  fluit.  Whatever  other  folks 
may  be  able  to  say  a2:aiu>t  me,  you  certainly  never  bad  a 
cause  for  eomnlaint.” 

“Boll,  that  3  so,  Bid.  T'>idn’t  1  do  the  best  J  rnuld  for 
you?  Don’t  you  owe  your  job  watcliman  in  the  gra\c- 
yard  to  me?” 

“I  do.  rhat  has  noMii,ng  to  do  with  it.  B'c  started  out 
together  to  find  mv  brollin-'s  hidden  money.  AVe  vi.ited 
the  old  manor  logetlier  -Cf'retly  bv  iiigiil.  I,  posing  as  mv 
brother's  gho.-t.  von  (  anuiehaors.  Wc  learned  tlnil 
biinebba'^k's  ten  ilih'  ,-e<Tt  t  and  made  him  helioNc  wc  were 
ghosts,  imt  we  did  imt  grt  him  lo  acknowledge  where  lie 
liad  the  nv'ne-,  li'dilf'n,  a-  \ou  kium 

“Of  er>uise,  1  know,  Bill.  A\  hat's  the  use  rciiearting  all 
that?” 


“AVc  thought  when  poor  .Jack  died  that  all  would  th^n  be 
easy."  eoutiriued  Cnele  Bill  in  the  snine  slow  fashion.  “A\e 
thought  that.  Imt  it  wasn’t  ro.  He  suddeuly  vani.-bed.  He 
lias  now  hern  gone  over  a  luontb.  A  on  pretend  you  don  t 
know  where  lie  is,  I  begin  to  doubt  itf  and  to  ask  myseH  if 
you  have  not  betrayed  mo;  if  you  did  not  take  him  awa\,” 

“AA'liat  nonsense!  Why  should  1  do  a  thing  like  that?” 

“But  you  have  dreiined  to  go  there  since.  You  have 
made  one  exense  after  another.” 

“I  am  an  old  man - ” 

“Not  much  older  than  when  you  went  there  with  me 
playing  the  ghost  of  Carmn'chael.” 

“I  haveivt  been  well  lately.  Besides,  what's  the  use?” 

“You  had  a  theory,  you  know-,  that  the  money  was 
hidden  under  the  garret  floor.’’ 

“1  believe  it  yet.” 

“  You  believe  what  isn’t  true.  then.  Last  night  I  went 
there  and  pulled  up  the  entire  floor,” 

“You  did!” 

“Yes,  I  did.” 

“AAdthout  letting  me  know!  You’ve  broken  our  agree¬ 
ment.  It  was  understood  that  neither  of  us  was  to  go  there 
alone.’’ 

“I  suppose  you  haven’t  broken  the  agreement?’’ 

“Sure  noi.  I  wouldn’t  do  such  a  tlPing.” 

“I,iar!”  shouted  Uncle  Bill.  “You  miserly  old  hunks! 
You  arc  nearly  ninety  years  old,  and  yet  for  money  you’d 
sell  onl  your  liest  friend!” 

j  “AVell.  now.  say.  Bill,  whal  you  puMing  up  all  that  rough 
talk  for?  ’\Vhatever  do  you  mean?”  gasped  Huiehings. 

“dust  that  I  saw  Miiipolyte  leaving  your  house  only  a 
fev:  minutes  ago,”  replied  Uncle  Bill,  coolly. 

“‘Taiu't  so!’’ 
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Don’t  he  a  fooh  You  know  me.  You  old  nllain  !  The 
money  was  carried  away  from  Gibbion  jnanor  a  month  aro. 
nml  you  know  it.  Hippolyie  did  it.  Prolv.bly  you’ve  got 
the  (\asli.  !  ran  imagiue  you  promising  to  invest  it  for 
him,  you  blamed  old  miser!  That  queer  creature  is  as 
Isiimple  as  a  (ddld.  1  Iviven't  the  Dast  doubt  that  you  have 
I'.o'uised  him  into  putting  everything  into  your  hands. 
Never  mind!  Before  the  sun  sets  I  shall  know  the  truth, 
and  yon  will  have  to  cough  up  or  there'll  he  one  grand  ex¬ 
pose  of  a  certain  moneylender  in  this  ancient  borough  of 
_  Berth  Amh,oy.  Not  tliat  it  will  surprise  anybody  verv 
mueb,  i  imagine.  I  guess  everybody  knows  prcltv  well 
what  Hyrt  of  a  person  old  Site  Hutchings  is.” 

“I’m  not  going  to  stay  and  listen  to  this,”  cried  the  old 
moncvlcndcr.  “'If  you  will  quarrel  with  me.  Bill  Gibbion, 
wliy,  liave  your  way.  I’m  ofT — that's  all.  I  defy  you  !" 
j-  He  hobbled  away,  pounding  the  pavement  angrily  with 
his  cane. 

Blit  Alice  noticed  that  he  returned  in  the  direction  of 
;liis  house  instead  of  beading  for  the  wharf,  as  he  had  no 
doubt  originally  intended. 

I  “'He's  got  the  money.”  she  thought.  “This  man  is 
j  rigid.” 

I  I  uele  Rill  matched  the  miser  for  a  few  moments,  and 
^Ihen  walked  slowly  towards  the  wharf,  with  his  head  dovvii 
I  like  a  man  thinking  deeply. 

•  And  Alice  trailed  after  him  more  pux/.led  than  e\er  to 
know  what  she  ought  to  do. 
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^  “CHXPTER  XL 

K  or  ('AlU)^i  G1V£S  UP  ITS  SECHPIT. 

^  Old  King  hiady  did  not  succeed  in  getting  the  cipher 
on  the  pack  of  cards  translated. 

He  applied  to  nn  expert  in  such  matters,  who  is  fre- 


to  throw  away  on  lawyers.  If  T  help  yon  to  find  the  money, 
which,  of  course,  von  believe  he  hid  tliere,  where  do  I  come 
in?” 

‘*I  shall  certainly  recommend  Miss  Martin  to  deal  with 
yon  well  and  liberally,  Mr.  Gibbiou — thaCs  all  I  can  say.” 
Huh !  If  she’s  anything  like  her  grandmother,  who 
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ywfatly  einployed  by  the  police,  but  the  man  could  make  ■  ^  enough.  However,  half  a  loaf  is 


nothing  of  it. 

None  Oi  ni^.  rules  would  appiy.  He  told  Old  King  Brady 
t.'iit  according  to  his  idea  not  only  was  the  cipher  alto¬ 
gether  out  of  the  ordinary,  but  if  interpreted,  it  would 
.«o^e  to  be  in  some  foreign  language. 

-Probably  Frencli.”  thought  the  old  detective.  “The 


better  than  no  bread.  Come  into  the  cabin  and  we'll  see 
what  can  be  done.” 

They  went,  and  the  pack  of  cards’  was  produced. 

“We  may  as  well  be  soaking  the  balance  of  the  court 
cards  out,  I  suppose,”  said  Unde  Bill,  “Fll  fetch  some 
hot  water.  Luckily  I  happen  to  have  it.” 

He  went  ^iway  and  returned  with  a  big  dkdipan  full, 


nati\e  tongue  of  the  original  Gibbions.  More  than  likely  i  i  j  t  .  .  i  i 

their  descendants  were  tandit  to  speak  tmd  write  it  ” 

H:5  mind  was  now  made  up  to  co  to  the  .^ravevard  and  proceeded  to  examine 


he  went. 

Arrived  at  Perth  Ambov 


he  went  to  the  office  of  the 


the  split  cards. 

Yes,”  he  said  presently. 


“This  is  the  old  Gibbion 


wrecking  company  and  inquired  as  to  where  he  would  find 


Bill  Brown,  the  watchman. 

“ He  s  aboard  the'steajuer  Utica,”  replied  the  clerk  to 
whom  he  put  the  question,  and  he  gave  Old  King  Brady  as 
good  an  idea  as  he  could  as  to  where  she  lay. 

Tile  next  thing  was  to  hire  a  boat  and  pull  out  to  the 
Eteamer,  which  was  done. 

She  was  an  old'  double-decked  Hudson  river  boat  on 
which  the  old  detective  had  traveled  to  and  from  Albany 
many  times. 

As  he  pulled  up  alongside  he  saw  an  old  man  standing  in 
llie  main  gangway  who  wms  the  very  image  of  the  Gibbion 
photograph.  It  was  not  necessary  to  ask  who  he  was. 

^  “Mr.  Brown  called  Old  King  Brady. 

“That’s  me,”  replied  the  man. 

“My  name  is  Brady,  1  have  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
you  from  'rom  Beacham.” 

“Hello!  What  about  that?”  was  the  somewhat  gruff  re¬ 
sponse, 

“I’ll  come  aboard  and  explain,” 

“All  right.  Can  you  climb  a  rope?” 

.  “Not  very  well.  I'm  in  the  same  fix  as  yourself — getting 

old.” 

“Well,  you  needn’t  remind  a  fellow  of  it.  I  know  that 
*well  enough.  Hold  on  and  I’ll  let  down  a  ladder.” 

The  ladder  proved  to  be  a  flight  of  steps  which  the  old 
dtifC'tive  easily  ascended  after  he  had  made  it  fast. 

Uncle  Bill  stood  eyeing  him  curiously,  but  did  not  speak. 

“I  understand,”  began  Old  King  Brady,  “that  you  are 
«  brother  of  the  late  Jonathan  Gibbion? 

“I  am.  I  suppose  Tom  Beacham  told  you  that.” 

“He  did,  and  for  good  reasons,  as  you  will  understand 


Can  you  read  it?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

As  easily  as  you  can  read  the  newspaper,  and  yet  it  is 
years  since  I  have  done  it.” 


Go  ahead.” 

Uncle  Bill  first  tossed  the  balance  of  the  court  cards  and 
the  four  tens  into  the  pan,  and  beginning  wdtli  tlie  split  ace 
of  spades,  read : 

“The  true  story  of  that  dreadful  Thursday  night,  Feb¬ 
ruary  10th,  18 — .  Jonathan  GiiinioN.” 

Kow  what  followed  on  the  cards  already  split  was  a  bitter 
description  of  the  dissolute  character  of  Jack  Gibbion. 

It  was  not  finished  when  they  came  to  the  split  queen. 

They  then  proceeded  to  split  the  remaining  cards,  dry¬ 
ing  them  on  a  big  sheet  of  blotting  paper. 

In  some  few  instances  the  ink  ran,  but  not  much. 

All  contained  cipher  waiting. 

The  main  part  of  the  narrative  ran  as  follows : 

“I  now  come  to  February  10th.  Jack  still  drunk.  He 
seems  to  be  threatened  with  delirium  tremens.  At  half¬ 
past  tw'o  a  man  came  to  my  house  and  told  my  servant, 
Hippolyte,  that  my  crazy  son  was  preparing  to  drive  his 
span  of  grays  across  the  frozen  Kills  to  Bergen  Foint. 

“Ill  though  1  was,  1  rushed  to  Port  Richmond,  hoping  to 
be  in  time  to  stop  the  mad  undertaking,  and  determined 
now,  at  last,  to  put  Jack  under  restraint. 

“1  was  too  late.  He  had  already  started,  and  all  T  could 
do  was  to  join  the  crowd  which  watched  him  from  the 
shore. 

“And  that  is  how  T  came  to  be  a  ^vitness  to  what  T  then 
called  my  son’s  sad  fate.  Would  to  heaven  it  had  been ! 
There  was  worse  in  store ! 

“I  saw  the  ice  break  up  and  the  mad  boy  with  his  horses 
vanish,  I  turned  away  lieartsick  and  went  home — home  to 


when  I  come  to  explain.” 

Old  King  Bradv  had  determined  to  tell  this  man 
r-e.-^thintr  feeling  that  there  was  certainly  no  other  way.  more  trouble,  for  when  T  reached  the  manor  there  were  two 
Ai  for  his  making  any  attempt  to  break  his  brother’s !  women  waiting  for  me  whom  1  had  never  seen  before. 

.  '  “Wlio  were  they? 

“Well,  one  of  them  showed  me  a  marriage  certificate, 
wliich  proved  her  iny  son's  wife.  ’I'lie  other  wa.s  her  sister 


%.-  1  and  claim  the  property,  the  time  for  that  had  passed, 
r  A  .ordingly,  he  brieriy  told  the  story  of  the  pack  of 

Vudt;  hill'-  face  did  not  change. 

**  vo-j  Ufll  me  don’t  surpri-'e  me  any,” 

'LM  brother  v.aa  half  erazv,  anyhow. 
iu.xtL  am  will,  but  1  am  old  and  poor,  and  had  no  money 


he  said. 
I  could  easily  have 


It  was  only  necessary  to  look  at  the  jjair  to  feel  that  Jack 
was  better  dead  than  to  live  the  husband  of  eitlier  of  them. 

“I  told  what  had  happem-d,  'I'lie  miserable  creature  who 
held  the  certificate  did  not  make  the  least  effort  to  coi^cesd 
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her  joy  at  my  bov’3  untimely  fate.  She  (.-oolly  told  me  that 
1  could  buy  her  off  if  I  wished,  and  threateued.  if  I  refused, 
to  make  me  all  the  trouble  in  her  power.  I  ordered  them 
from  the  house  aud  locked  myself  in  my  room  the  saddest 
of  all  mortal  objects — a  heart-broken  father.  I  supposed 
they  went.  Not  they!  The  wife  told  Hippulyte,  thcji  my 
onlv  servant,  who  she  was,  and  said  that  I  had  told  lier  to 
stay  there  until  Jack’s  body  was  recovered.  He,  believing 
her,  prepared  Jack’s  room,  and  that  night  the  sisters  occu¬ 
pied  it  together. 

“It  was  long  after  midnight  before  I  was  able  to  sleep, 
and  then  when  I  actually  did  drop  oft',  it  was  only  to  be 
awakened  by  horrible  screams.  I  hurried  on  my  clothes 
and  rushed  out  into  the  hall  to  see  my  wretched  son  coming 
out  of  his  room  holding  a  weapon.  ' 

"Now  there  is  no  need  to  dwell  upon  this  or  to  make  it 
more  lurid  than  is  necessary. 

Enough  to  say  that  how  my  son’s  life  w^as  saved  I  never 
knew.  His  clothes  were  frozen  to  his  body.  His  nose  and 
both  ears  must  have  been  frozen  stiff,  the  latter  had  been 
broken  off;  the  nose  was  partly  broken  off  by  Hippolyte 
later.  Jack  was  raving  mad.  He  has  not  yet  recovered 
his  reason.  He  tried  to  kill  pie  with  the  club,  as  he  had 
doubtless  just  killed  those  wretched  women,  Hippolyte 
came  to  my  aid  as  we  struggled,  and  w^e  finally  mastered 
him.  We  hushed  it  all  up.  We  buried  the  women  in  the 
secret  room  in  the  old  manor  cellar.  Jack  we  confined  in 
the  garret,  and  Hippolyte  swore  to  me  that  he  would  never 
leave  him  while  he  lived,  A  few  days  later  I  pulled  away 
from  the  old  manor  forever.  I  had  at  the  time  about 
$200,000  in  ready  caah.  Half  I  took  with  me,  half  I  se¬ 
creted  under  the  garret  floor,  leaving  it  in  Hippolyte’s 
hands  to  be  used  for  my  wretched  son  and  himself.  Should 
any  remain  after  Jack’s  death,  it  belongs  to  my  faithful 
servant,  who,  ugly  though  he  is  to  look  at,  still  is  as  true  as 
steel. 

“Why  have  I  made  this  record?  I  hardly  know  unless  it 
is  that  I  am  half  mad  myself.  Cards  were  my  boy’s  ruin, 
as  they  were  also  the  ruin  of  my  once  dear  brother  William, 
Therefore  in  irony  I  have  confided  the  terrible  secret 
known  only  to  me  and  Hippolyte,  the  hunchback,  to  a 
pack  of  cards.” 

And  this  was  all. 

We  have  omitted  certain  details,  but  enough  has  been 
told. 

Old  ^ing  Brady  and  Uncle  Bill  looked  at  each  other  in 
silence. 

Not  a  trace  of  sentiment  or  sympathy  appeared  on  the 
old  man’s  face. 

“He  tf.-lls  the  tJiith  when  he  says  cards  did  too  up,”  he 
remarked  at  ki.-i.  yer  if  1  had  my  life  to  live  o\i.o’  ac’uin 
Ud  do  just  the  'amc.” 

“(.if  coufit'  vuLi  wi.iulJ,  vuu  dead  game  ctld  sport!”  -(luke 
a  voice  l.tdaud  (.)ld  Kiug  Biady,  and  out  uf  a  state  lOOm 
walked  'l<im  B  aeliam  and  the  one  c-ved  Haenall. 

“You  litic!'  ciieJ  ibe  old  dctcclive.  '|,niivin.j  up. 

“And  wfi\  noC?”  deiiuindfd  tlu  ^ambhi. 

“ i  have  known  !” 

“I  should  think  so.  at  vov.r  age.  Imc.  I’ta  iv.  lluit 

money  don  t  go  to  the  Maaiii  girl,  not  if  v.e  know  it. 
Where  is  Hippol;t6‘'” 


“1  don't  know.” 

”1.^1  me  end  iJic  stoiy.  Want  10  know  who  Jack  Gil>- 
bioii's  murdered  wife  icallv  uas'r” 

“Well!” 

“She  wa.s  my  ^is>tcr  deijnic,  I  lln-  one  with  her  ci.ster 
was  Annie,  d'hey  mystciiouslv  di-appear^-d  years  ago.  I 
never  knew  what  Ijccaine  of  them  till  now. 

“Nut  that  1  cared  then  or  caie  now,”  he  added,  coolly. 
“Our  ways  had  ]>aited  long  before  that.  Interesting  infor¬ 
mation — tJiat’s  all.” 

“Exactly,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  gathering  up  the  split 
cards.  “Yvluch  obliged,  Mr.  Brown.  1  think  I’ll  be  going 
now.’’ 

it  was  a  bluff  to  make  these  men  show  their  hand,  and 
one  which  was  promptly  called. 

“You  don’t  leave  this  boat  lurlil  this  matter  is  settled,” 
said  Tom  Bcacharn,  coolly. 

As  he  said  it  lie  whipped  out  a  levolvc-r  and  covered  (Jld 
King  Brady.  Bagnall  did  the  same. 

“Drop  those  cards  siud  give  up  your  gun!”  hissed 
Beacliam.  “Understand  the  situation:  I’rn  dead  broke. 
The  police  have'  put  me  out  of  business,  Here’s  a  chance 
which  I  propose  to  make  the  most  of.  Tliis  old  sport  and  1 
have  it  all  arranged.  He’s  been  liunting  money  in  the  old 
manor  house  for  a  month.  Now  that  we've  <rot  the  clew,  I 
reckon  we  will  succeed  better.  As  for  the  hunchback,  we 
have  reason  to  believe  he  is  dead.” 

What  could  Old  King  Brady  do?  There  were  three 
against  him.  Even  if  he  had  drawn  on  Bcacharn,  there 
would  still  have  been  the  one-cved  giaiit  to  reckon  with.. 

They  disarmed  liim  and  locked  him  in  a  state-room,  tak¬ 
ing  the  additional  precaution  of  tying  his  hands  behind 
him. 

And  here  tbrough  the  remaining  liours  of  the  day  and 
all  night  Old  King  Brady  remained  a'  prisoner. 

He  could  hear  their  talk  in  the  cabin.  He  knew  of  the 
plan  to  take  a  bunch  of  wreckers  to  the  old  manor  and  tear 
up  the  floor.  He  heard  their  talk  when  they  returned,  and 
knew  that  they  had  failed,  and  also  that  they  had  captured 
Harry  and  brought  liirn  back  with  them. 

No  one  had  been  near  him  all  this  time,  and  bv  this 
time  the  old  detective  had  come  10  know  from  the  talk  he 
had  overheard  that  if  ever  Hicie  were  three  hardened  ras¬ 
cals.  they  were  Tom  Beacham,  Bagnall,  the  onc'-cved  man, 
and  Uncle  Bill. 

Why.  upon  their  return  he  even  heard  Beacham  making 
a  joke  of  the  fact  that  he  had  left  the  bones  of  his  two  sis¬ 
ters  out  of  their  wretched  grave  1 

[-•dter,  the  two  gamhler.s  came  to  him  and  talked  as  he  lay 
there  lielplcss  in  the  bertli. 

“Ih.id.v.“  h.gan  Beacham,  “w,.-  tried  that  scheme — it 
faileii  lit  work.  \\  iiat  do  \oit  think  hecamc.of  tlic  mouev?” 

•'ll’  Mill  want  iiiv  upiuion.  i  think  old  Mr.  Bihbion  used 
Ids  Biarc  up  duiiiig  the  la-l  twciity-Mve  vcais.”  (cplud  the 
uhl  di'lcctivc.  “  riohabh.  Hrp['Gl'>t^  Sol  lid  uf  a  ,i!Oud  part 
uf  hi:  shall  .  to-..” 

”1  dun  l  l.t.llcvU  ll.  1  luv. \ r,  i.,  lh.»l  It  iliaV.  W,  S!  ;.ll 
piul<l.bh.  I'lv.  Vi  r  -mC  It.  liliiligh  Ivlll  li.i  v*-**l.  iu  I  .  ;  I’l  Aili« 
b".  to  It  V  tiliUlllvI  i  liilMi.  V.hlih  h<  lal  .?  iliufi  in 

t!iau  1  du.  .Vleuh.vliiL  eld  m.ci  I'u.  to  If  v  a  •>  :  tinO 

cl  my  own  which  piuinisc:  Uttd  1  \t  gut  \vu  ivul;  1 


4 


THF.  BRADYS  AND 


j^Roir  rou  are  rich.  Write  mo  a  chock  for  $*’5,000,  and 
for  ^oMc  amount,  and  o?  foon  as  m-o  have 

i;aH'  to  v-ash  cm  yni  j;o  free,  othonvise  I  propose  to  fix 
w'.;  ' 

replied  Old  Kin<:  Rradv.  “Yever!  Don't  be 

“A'*urd.  ^Iin.  T  am  so^'icis  I  T  m  shotting  old;  I'm 
;  n  nnd  out ;  I  ant  to  get  out  of  Yew  York,  and  the 
ujefley  come  in  handy.  Nobody  knovr?  von  are  here. 
I'm  satisfied  of  that,  and  I'll  tell  vou  anothcr'hold  T've  ?ot 
pTcr  you.  A  our  partner,  \oung  King  Bradv,  is  a  prisoner 
here.  too.  A  ou  ^  rito  that  cho'^k  or  T  berin  operations  bv 
puirin?  a  bullet  tliiough  his  heart.'’ 

Old  King  r>*-ady  hesitated. 

If  Convinced  of  the  desperate  charaetcr  of  the  man  '^-hen 
fh®  threat  wr,.-  turned  against  Harry,  he  was  almost  in- 
chaed  to  yield. 

Bur  he  was  not  to  be  called  upon  to  decide  then,  for 
goddenlv  Bagnall  came  rushing  to  the  door. 

**Pv  Jove,  Tom,  he's  Jumped  overboard  I'’  he  cried.  ‘^He 
has  managed  to  escape.  He's  swimming  for  all  he's 
worth  !'■' 

"A'ou  fool !’'  growled  Bencham,  hurrying  away  and  leav¬ 
ing:  the  ri'^or  open  bc-hiiid  him. 

•Jrood  for  the  bo’.  !"  muttered  Old  Kins;  Erad\.  “Now 
rU  S‘^e  them  in  purgatory  before  I'll  write  a  check.” 


CHAPTER  Xn.  J 

c'ox''’Lr‘.'iox. 

^Hirr"'.'  had.  indeed,  made  e’^‘'od  bis  escape,  nor  was  it  So 
diffi<'';It.  either. 

His  hands,  to  be  sur^,  had  br''n  tied  behind  him,  but  not 
'o  securclv  as  they  might  have  been, 

N'^w.  Young  Kin^r  Brad’*  is  blc.'t  ■'vith  unusually  Rnall 
band.',  and,  what  is  more.  Im  lias  a  trick  of  rompressing 
thorn  into  a  still  smaller  compass.  Often  this  has  enabled 
him  to  free  himself  from  bf>nds  which,  with  another  person, 
Would  have  b<^°n  sf-^'iire  enmigh. 

It  d'^n't  alnaA's  ^'^rk.  but  it  did  on  this  occasion. 
Ha.ino  irc'ed  himself.  Harrv  turned  his  attention  to  the 
door. 

It  was  locked,  but  not  bolted. 

*  If  he  bad  still  boon  in  possession  of  bis  skeleton  kevs, 
l^onng  King  Rra<^lv  would  ha^o  made  short  nork  of  it,  but 

those,  with  all  the  r^st  of  his  belongings  of  an\  \alue,  had 
feocn  taken  from  him. 

Top  window,  alone,  ro-mainor]. 

It  rponed  flush  with  the  .'ide  of  the  steamer, 
bow,  Harn  is  an  expert  swimmer,  and  the  thought  of  a 
batt  in  hi*  clotlief,  did  not  deter  him. 

lowered  himself,  dropped,  and  c'.vani  av.By.  As  it 
h-if-rened.  Ragnal!  wa=  on  deck  and  saw  him  go. 

per.  -  the  gambler  would  ba^e,  fired  at  him  if  he  had 
r't  Wn  ,frnid  of  directing  attention  to  himself.  There 
wrerkers  working  on  other  steamboats  near,  and  prob- 

irn*r  IrTien  00  all.  ,  1  n  i.1 

\t  vi  h‘'  'It'l  >.■  '  but  vanifhprl.  Prriontly 

!!;  •.  .  »  him  rMpr-sr.  -m'i  another  man  with  him. 

•  I  '»  ,8  ■-'■mf  'lutanro  out.  'I  ha  noaroi-t  hoat  in 

!r<  t  •-.y- 4-i]  ' tl,»  loft  was  a  mii'h  smaller  craft  callc') 

< 


'  4iJif 
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!  Suddenly  Harry  saw  the  two  men  gtart,  and  Bagnall 
pointed  in  the  direction  of  the  SylveBter. 

Roth  he  and  his  companion  appeared  to  be  greatly  ei- 
oited. 

Harry,  who  was  now  at  a  safe  distance,  turned  over  and 
looked  towards  the  Svlvester. 

There,  walking  across  the  upper  deck,  bent  almost 
double,  was  Hippolyte,  the  hunchback. 

He  had  just  returned  from  hie  trip  to  Perth  Amboy. 
He  passed  around  the  walking  beam  and  disappeared. 

Immediately  Beacham  and  Bagnall  began  fussing  with 
a  rowboat  which  hung  from  the  Utica’s  davits. 

'‘They  are  going  after  him  !”  thought  Harr}'.  “They’ve 
still  got  that  money  on  the  brain.  This  is  my  time  to  get 
back  to  the  Utica  and  see  if  the  governor  is  there,  as  I 
firmly  bclHve  to  be  the  case,” 

He  changed  his  course  and  swam  west,  which  kept  him 
midway  in  the  broad  channel  between  the  two  old  hulks. 

The  gamblers  had  ceased  to  pay  any  attention  to  him. 

Ahead  was  a  tug  steaming  slowly  towards  him, 

Harry  raised  his  hand  and  signaled. 

Presently  the  pilot  seemed  to  see  him,  for  he  turned  the 
tug  bis  wa}'. 

As  it  drew  nearer,  Harry  shouted  and  asked  to  he  taken 
aboard,  which  was  done,  one  of  the  deck  hands  assisting. 

“Fall  overboard?”  asked  the  man. 

“Why.  no;  T  jumped  overboard,”  was  the  reply. 

“Jumped  overboard  with  your  clothes  on?” 

“As  you  see.  T  had  my  reason.  Is  that  your  capta.in  In 
the  wheel-house?” 

“Sure!” 

“T  want  to  see  him.  I’ll  go  there.” 

The  captain  proved  to  be  a  civil,  intelligent  fellow,  and 
after  a  few  preliminary 'words,  Harry  said: 

“See  here,  eaptain,  do  you  see  that  rowboat  pulling'away 
from  the  Utira  ?*’ 

“Sure.  With  two  men  in  it.” 

“  A>s,  Those  men  are  a  pair  of  crooks.  I  am  a  detec- 
ti'''e.  They  captured  me  last  night  and  tied  me  up  in  a 
sta.U-room  on  the  Utica.  1  managed  to  free  myself  and 
jumped  overboard  to  escape  them.” 

“Not  much  of  a  trick  for  you,  young  fellow.  A’’ou  seem 
to  be  a  blame  good  swimmer.” 

“So-so.  Rut  1  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  my 
partnar,  who  is  an  old  man,  is  still  a.  prisoner  on  hoard. 
Thn  coast  is  clear;  take  me  there  and  you  will  lose  nothing 
by  it.’’ 

Harry  then  mentioned  Did  King  Brady's  name. 

The  eaptain  had  heard  of  him.  it  appeared,  and  he 
readilv  agreed  to  do  as  Harry  aslmd. 

'I'he  lug — her  name  was  the  C'bristobel — was  then  headed 
Tor  the  Utir’a. 

Wpanwhile,  R'^arhani  and  Bagnall  had  crossed  the  chan¬ 
nel  and  were  pulling  up  alongside  the  .lane  Syhester. 

ife  4:  )K  ■)<  !(>  *  * 

We  Kfl  Alice  in  a  quandary. 

She  had  lost  her  trail  of  the  hunchback. 

“Should  she  take  up  that  of  Uncle  Rill?”  she  asked 
herself, 

ft  seemed  to  be  all  she  could  flo.  so  the  followed  on  down 
the  street  towarde  the  water  front. 
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But  Uncle  Bill  seemed  suddenly  to  change  his  mind,  for 
all  at  once  he  turned  and  hurried  hack,  walking  very  fast. 

There  was  scarcely  time  to  dodge  him,  and  Alice  did 
not  try. 

He  passed  without  even  raising  his  eyes.  Evidently  he 
had  not  the  faintest  notion  who  she  was. 

Right  ahead  of  Alice  was  a  policeman  sauntering  along. 

Alice  stopped  him  and  displayed  her  shield. 

‘Xan  you  tell  me  who  that  man  is?”  she  asked,  pointing 
to  Uncle  Bill. 

“That  old  fellow?”  replied  the  policeman.  “Brown’s 
his  name,  I  believe.  He’s  a  watchman  in  the  graveyard — 
out  in  the  bay  where  they  break  up  the  old  steamers,  you 
know.” 

“Do  you  happen  to  know  what  steamer  he  watches  on?” 
asked  Alice.  “I  have  a  particular  reason  for  wanting  to 
find  out.” 

“It’s  the  Utica,  I  believe,”  replied  the  policeman.  “At 
least,  he  was  watching  there  awhile  ago.”  ' 

“Is  there  a  hunchbacked  dwarf  out  there,  too?” 

But  the  policeman  knew  of  no  hunchbacked  dwarf. 

He  did  know  a  man  who  had  boats  to  let,  however,  and 
when  Alice  put  this  question  he  directed  her  how  to  get  to 
the  boatman’s  place. 

And  thither  Alice  now  bent  her  steps.  \ 

She  had  determined  to  go  out  to  the  Utica  and  see  if 
anything  could  be  learned  of  Old  King  Brady  or  Harry. 

So  she  hired  a  boat  and  a  man  to  do  the  rowing,  and  the 
start  was  made. 

That  Uncle  Bill  had  gone  to  old  Silas  Hutchings’  house 
to  renew  his  quarrel  she  had  not  the  least  doubt. 

The  boatman  was  a  big,  strapping  young  fellow,  and  as 
he  knew  just  where  the  Utica  lay  he  made  short  work  of  the 
cruise. 

As  they  drew  near,  Alice  saw  that  a  tug  lav  alongside. 

V  '  O  v/  O 

“That  there’s  the  dynamite  boat,”  remarked  the  boat¬ 
man,  waving  his  hand  in  the  direction  of  the  Jane  Sylves¬ 
ter.  “'Some  day  there’s  going  to  be  a  blame  big  blow-up.” 

“Do  you  mean  they  store  dynamite  there?”  asked  Alice. 

“Yair.  When  it  come  to  the  end  of  wrecking  one  of 
these  old  tubs,  they  blow  up  the  hulls  and  gather  uj3  the 
Avood  afterward.  That’s  after  they've  got  all  the  iron  out 
of  them  they  can,  of  course.” 

“I  thought  they  beached  them  *i[^-id  burned  them,”  said 
Alice. 

"Vair,”  assented  the  boatman.  “Sometimes  thev  do 
tliat,  too.  But  here  we  are  at  the  Utica.’’ 

'The  captain  of  the  tug  looked  out  of  his  window  as  the 
boat  stopped. 

“  l/obking  for  anybody,  miss?”  he  asked. 

“Why,  yes,”  replied  Alice.  “I -  Oh,  there  they  are  I*’ 

It  was  so.  At  that  inrtant.  Old  King  Bradv,  led  hv 
Harry,  appeared  in  the  main  gangAvay. 

A  mnincnt  later  and  Alice  was  with  them  on  the  deck  of 
the  tug. 

“Wlint  in  the  world  have  you  two  boon  doing  I’’  cried 
Alif^. 

“Oh!  Tap  been  taking  a  bath.’’  laughed  Harrv. 

“Oon'l  ask  mcAvliat  I've  been  about."  groA\  lofl  (ihl  Kiiv: 
Bradv.  "If  ever  f  made  a  fool  of  niAscIf.  it  is  in  fhi’-  <  r-. , 
but  a?  all  events  1  haAe  learned  all  there  is  to  be  learned  of 


the  hunchback’s  terrible  secret,  and  have  solved  the  rnyii- 
tery  of  the  pack  of  cards.’’ 

‘■Look!  Ivook  !’’ cried  .Mice.  “’I’licrc's  flippolAtc  now 

She  pointed  toAvards  the  danc  Sylve.-tcr. 

Sure  enough,  there  aaus  the  hunciiba'*k  running  along 
the  deck  clutching  a  canvas  bag. 

In  close  pursuit  were  the  two  gambler®. 

From  the  deck  of  the  tug  all  this  could  he  di.'tinctly’ 
seen,  and  then  all  in  an  instant  that  which  had  about  it! 
something  of  the  air  of  a  comedy  Avas  turned  into  a  tragedy. , 

For  suddenh'  there  was  a  fearful  explosion,  and  the  .lane- 
Sylvester  went  up  in  the  air,  torn  into  a  thousand  frag-- 
ments. 

Hoav  it  happened  Avns  never  knoAvn. 

’J’here  AA'ere  supposed  to  be  Iaa-o  Avatchmen  aboard,  but 
they  were  never  seen  nor  heard  of  again,  nor  was  any  trace 
of  Beacham  or  Bagnall  ever  found. 

One  of  the  AA'atchman  Old  King  Brady  subsequently 
learned  Avas  a  brother  of  Hippolyte.  As  for  the  hunch¬ 
back  himself,  his  body  turned  up  in  the  Kills  without  even 
a  scar.  He  must  have  been  blown  overboard.  The  bag  he 
earned,  Avhich  doubtless  contained  the  monev  he  had  saved, 
vanished,  of  course. 

The  Bradys  and  Alice,  after  the  excitement  Avas  over, 
going  to  Perth  Amboy  on  the  Christobel,  Avent  directly  to 
Silas  Hutchings’  house.  Avhere  they  found  Uncle  Bill  and 
the  old  moneylender  still  quarreling. 

Both  Avere  arrested  on  a  charge  of  breaking  into  Gibbion 
manor. 

Uncle  Bill  Avas  ugly  and  silent,  but  old  Hutchings 
promptly  Aveakened  and  admitted  that  he  and  his  compan-j^ 
ion  had  laved  ghosts  there. 

He  admitted,  also,  that  he  had  seen  Hippolyte  by  day, 
and  advised  him  to  leaA'e  the  place  as  soon  as  Jack  Gibbion 
died.  Also  that  he  had  received  $50,000  from  the  hunch¬ 
back  to  invest  for  him,  which  monev  he  had  in  the  house 
in  cash,  and  it  was  surrendered. 

The  charge  against  these  tAvo  old  rascals  Avas  not  pressed. 
They  Avere  set  free,  and  shortly  afterAvard  both  died. 

So  ]\lazie  Martin  got  something  out  of  the  Bradys'  addi¬ 
tional  efforts  in  her  behalf,  and  the  detectives  themselves 
got  a  handsome  rcAA  ard. 

The  Gibbion  manor  has  long  since  disappeared. 

The  case  was  kept  \cry  close  by  the  Bradys  and  all  con¬ 
nected  Avith  it.  As  Ave  have  already  said,  not  until  noAv 
has  the  general  public  been  told  the  hunchback's  terrible 
secret. 

Next  Aveek's  issue  Avill  contain  “THF.  BBXDY.'^  -VXD 
THE  C1R(TS  BOY;  OR,  THE  FATAL  FIXGFR 
PRIXTS.” 


bPLCTATi  XOIJCE: — All  b.'n  ’c  number?  of  this  Avcpklv 
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r.y  Kit  Cb\le. 


niul  tliere  Avere,  in  realit}',  no  Indians  in  ^fissoiiri 
at  tho  limo  of  Avhirli  Ave  sj)eak. 

Xeil  Maldo  Avas  a  braA'e  young  man  aa’Iio  emigrated  to 
the  AVostern  ])ordor  of  ^lissouri,  Avlien  it  was  almost  dan¬ 
gerous  for  a  man  to  enter  that  State. 

Xed  was  from  Oiiio,  Avith  Free  State  ideas,  such  as  Avere 
In  i!.e  iireai  VX  st.  upon  Avliat  is  called  the  border,  JiuFje  disagreeable  to  a  IVlissourian.  He  also  had  a  span  of 
l.Ancha.  ts  with  ahouia-  uaucIi  rea^oii  as  some  of  our  more  excited  the  covetous  greed  of  his 

legally  authorized  c-onris.  .Many  an  innocent  man  has  been  | ^  purchased  a  small  farm,  and  moved  his 
hung  by  what  is  termed  Lynch  Law,  and  so  have  manyj‘°^;*'S  tAVO  children  onto  it. 


men  been  hung  hy  the  more  authorized  mode.  i 

We  are  glad  to  knoAV  that  the  days  of  patrols,  lynch  j 
]i.v.s.  kliiklii.v  and  border  riitliiins  has  almost  passed,  lln-j 
der  the  more  benign  influences  of  civilization  aa’c  are  get- 1 
ting  over  it,  even  on  the  border.  In  Missouri,  near  the 
Kansas  border.  Judge  Lynch  has  reigned  supreme  for 
years,  and  still  holds  a  fair  sAvay. 

In  fact,  M  issuuri  as  a  State  has  hardly  recovered  from 
barbarism.  Border  rntfians  exist  in  other  places  than  on 
the  border.s;  they  exist  all  over  the  State.  The  principal 
cause,  if  we  may  be  permitted  to  philosophize  about  the 
unruly  Missourians,  is  their  hot-headed  prejudice  and  pas¬ 
sion.  The  finer  elements  of  society  are  not  unknown  in 
that  Slate;  but  her  leaders,  and  above  all,  her  judiciary, 
from  the  Supreme  Bench  down,  is  disreputable,  and  both 
civil  and  criminal  law  is  a  mockerv. 

^  V 

Xeither  life  nor  property  is  safe  in  the  courts  of  Mis¬ 
souri  if  the  judge  trying  the  case  should  see  tit  from  per¬ 
sonal  prejudice,  or  to  gain  public  favor,  to  decide  against 
^u.  You  must  humble  yourself  and  fuAVii  to  a  public 
magistrate,  or  yon  v.ill  not  get  justice. 

The  lawful  judges  h.ave  been  knoAvn  to  instigate  mobs 
to  hang  me]i  Avliom  they  feared  they  could  not  legally  con¬ 
vict.  When  a  Missouri  })opulace  clamors  fur  a  man’s  life 
they  will  have  it.  and  it  makes  uo  diiferoiiee  whether  he 
ever  committed  a  crime  or  not,  (hi  the  otlier  hand,  if 
they  choose  to  sjjare  a  criminal,  he  can  never  be  convicted, 
thoiigli  his  sins  he  as  mountains.  The  consequences  are 
that  murderers  and  thieves  run  riot  In  this  State,  to  the 
terror  of  law-abiding  citizens.  Tlie  cause  of  this  is  a  cur- 


His  residence  Avas  near  the  eastern  hanks  of  the  SAvift, 
dark  ]\lissouri.  His  home  was  humble,  but  he  had  am¬ 
bitious  dreams  of  a  better  in  the  near  future.  A  country 
so  rich  in  soil  and  abundant  in  resources  could  not  fail 
to  fully  reAjuite  him  for  his  labors. 

But  lie  soon  found  that  his  independent  expressions 
about  certain  matters  Avere  not  favorably  received  by  his 
neighbors.  More  than  all,  he  noticed  that  covetous  eyes 
j  Avere  turned  upon  the  blooded  stock  he  had  brought  with 
!  liim. 

Ned  Avas  brave  as  a  lion,  and  had  no  intention  of  hav- 
iug  his  ideas  crushed  out  of  sight.  He  had  always  been 
used  to  free  speech,  and  he  did  not  see  as  it  was  any  of 
Missouri’s  business  how  the  Territory  of  Kansas  was  ad¬ 
mitted  into  the  Union. 

Xo  man  in  Missouri  can  he  indifferent  on  any  subject. 
He  must  either  he  hot  or  cold. 

IVed  soon  discovered  this,  but  he  determined  to  obey 
tlie  dictates  of  his  own  conscience. 

One  clay  he  Avas  at  the  village  of  Weston,  on  business, 
Avlien  a  gang  of  roughs  bothered  about  him. 

“’Well,  so  ye’ve  got  some  decided  notions  about  Free 
.State  matters,  hev  ye?”  said  one. 

“Yea,”  ansAvered  Xed,  Avithoiit  a  moment’s  hesitation. 
“1  think  every  man  should 'think  and  act  as  he  pleases. 
Kansas  need  not  worry  us,  and  every  man  should  vote  to 
suit  liimself  in  it.” 

“Well,  Ave’ll  see,”  roared  the  border  ruffian,  with  an 
oaili,  “We'll  see.” 

“T  don’t  care  to  argue  the  matter,  "Mr,  Ellson,”  said 
Xed,  “’You  are  a  laAVver,  and  know  more  about  such  mat- 


rupt  judiciary  and  officials.  .  .  t  i  4.  n  +  ^  n 

As  we  a.sserted.  .fudge  Lyncli  is  about  as  apt  to  he  riglit  tei's  than  I,  hut  you  could  not  convert  me  with  all  your 

as  those  justices  who  sit  upon  the  bench,  and  neither  can  biw  ami  logic.” 

be  relied  upon.  , 

In  such  a  stale  of  .society  there  are  many  wild  and  ex¬ 
citing  events.  ^I'liere  are  also  many  deeds  of  (•Iiivairy  and 
heroism  which  Avonld  fill  volumes.  Missourians  are  sel¬ 
dom  cowards.  They  understand  tlie  use  oi  tlie  revoWer, 
and  have  all  smelled  guiipoAA’der  and  blood. 

It  is  only  a  little  over  a  score  of  years  that  the  border 
wa=  all  ariame  with  fire  and  steel.  Men  Avere  liuiig  at  al¬ 
most  every  crossroads,  or  called  d(<ors  of  theii 

h  '--ei  in  the  night  and  shut  down. 

it  i:  to  that  period  of  history  known  as  Bleeding  Kan- 
ias  which  ushered  in  the  great  Avar  of  the  hehelliuii,  that 
We  C4.1  the  attenltoii  of  the  reacier.  In  spite  of  the  dark 
tio'-id  aIiH'Ij  h'iug  ost.T  tli;‘  West  there  A\as  a  gieat  iuJliix 
fj  emigration. 

V>  -li  e-.  arc  alwav^  brave  men,  and  they  carry  their 
.n  on  •  band  and  their  lives  in  the  other,  when  llit-y 

J/  ..  ..t  /fj  the  frontier. 

wer«  iLuaJ  foe*  when  compaied  to  the  border 


lUAV 

“Hut  there  is  more  convincin’  argument  than  laAv  or 
logic,’’  said  the  border  ruffian  kiAvyer,  who  aftei’Avard.s  he- 
c'ame  a  lawful  judge,  though  lie  had  been  a  mob  judge  he- 
furo. 

“Wluit  is  it?”  a.sked  Xed,  innocently. 

“A  rope!”  was  the  answer. 

A  Avild  shout  went  up  on  the  air  at  this  assertion — the 
«huut  lieard  only  in  mad  mobs  and  riotous  assemblies. 

“You  need  not  threaten  me,  Mr.  Ellson,  for  I  will  not 
be  frightened,”  said  the  gallant  young  man. 

“Well,  Ave’ll  see — Ave’ll  see!”  cried  the  infuriated  man, 
hurrying  aAvay,  followed  hy  his  comrades. 

Xot  knowing  hut  that  he  might  be  in  danger,  Xed 
Haldo  huiried  through  with  his  Imsiness  and  went  home. 

Mounted  on  his  blooded  horse,  he  galloped  along  the 
rohd  at  a  .sAvift  pace.  Tlie  road  led  through  the  Avuods, 
and,  as  most  wooded  roads  in  Missouri  are,  was  bounded 
oil  eitlii'j’  side  by  thick,  almost  impenetrable  hazels  and 
(ji'ub-apple  bushea. 
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W  :  ill  alciiiL’,  lo^t  in  Tc-Vi'Tu*,  :i  ^fiiii-barrel  vvaij 

'1  ivi-l  ont  ai  tin-  luiaisitlf.  lie  ^aw  (he  ileauiing  uiii/zle, 
alii!  ga\f  hi:  hor-e  a  dit. 

“Hana!”  uerit  the  gun,  and  a  ball  wlii.^tled  through  the 
ail',  pa'>'iiii  '.vithin  a  few  inehe?  of  hia  head. 

ft.  hum.',  and  placed  his  horse  in  the  siout  log 

-tablr,  about  fifty  yards  from  his  stout  log  house,  and 
then  '•at  down  to  collect  his  scattered  faculties. 

What  should  he  dor  He  was  satisfied  now  that  his 
ii.'ighbors  intended  to  take  his  life.  Only  a  fcw  days  be- 
bne  lie  had  received  an  anonymous  letter  informing  him 
that  he  had  better  leave  the  country,  or  he  would  be  hung. 
He  now  fully  reali2ed  the  truth  of  the  threat. 

••Yes,  I  must  go,  but  1  cannot  go  to-night.  T  hardly 
da  re  tell  mv  wife  of  this  assault  upon  my  life,  it  would 
dti’, her  frantic.  But  what  shall  1  do?  She  must  learn 
it  all  so->ner  ..r  later.  Besides  they  may  attack  our  house 
thi-;  very  night.” 

When  he  entered  the  house,  he  found  his  young  wife  al¬ 
most  wild  with  terror.  A  'neiglibor  woman  had  been  there 
and  notified  her  that  an  attack  was  to  be  made  on  their 
house  that  night. 

'I’lieri  his  life  was  really  in  danger.  He  took  down  his 
rifle  and  loaded  if  with  care.  He  aho  had  a  doulil.t'-bar- 
reled  shot-gun,  which  he  loaded  with  nine  pistol  balls  in 
each  barrel.  , 

He  had  a  si.x-shot  revolvei’,  wliich  he  kepi  in  readiness. 

That  night,  as  the  young  husband  and  father  watched 
from  the  window,  lie  saw’  a  dark  shadow’  glide  from  the 
w'oods  into  the  small  clearing. 

It  was  a  man,  though  his  features  could  no'i  be  made 
out  in  the  star-light.  He  paused  a  moment  and  beckoned 
to  otliers,  wliu  came  out  rapidly,  until  forty-six  men  stood 
out  in  the  clearing. 

Thinking  it  time  to  speak  and  save  his  property,  ’  the^ 
young  pioneer  now  called  nut  from  the  small  window,  I 

“What  do  you  men  want?  Go  away  from  ray  pi-em- ! 
ises.”'  .  I 

‘'Halba!  we've  roused  him,”  said  a  voice,  wliicli  he  j 
recognised  as  Ellsnn.  “Now,  Dick  Toole,  .Setli  Smitli, 
Hatch,  and  ail  the  others  o'  ye,  come  on.  and  we'll  jest 
settle  his  case.” 

“Halt!  Gn  back,  or  T  will  lire  on  you!”  cried  the 
young  farmer. 

“ c  dasseiit!”  cried  Ellson,  with  a  derisive  Sfrin  on  his 

O  I 

fare.  He  was  walking  along  by  the  side  of  Hatch.  The 
latter  had  taken  his  rifle  from  his  shoulder,  and  was  evi¬ 
dently  trying  to  wait  for  a  shot. 

rin*  young  man  had  seized  his  double-barreled  shot- 
g^iin,  and  t  ied  near  the  barricaded  window. 

(  rack!  wt'ut  Hatchs  ride,  ami  the  bullet  sang  through 
the  air  and  hcried  itself  in  the  window-sill  not  six  inches 
li.'m  Xed'  !  -  ad. 

Bung!  went  one  barrel  of  his  shot-gun.  and  the  pistol 
ball -I  made  sad  havoc  among  the  enemy. 

'I’wo  fell  cither  killed  or  badly  wounded.  * 

Hut  neither  Ellson  nor  Hatch,  the  real  in  tigators,  vvtioj 
injured. 

Thev  pre.^ed  forward,  tiring  their  gun  at  the  window--,^ 
and  evidently  little  ciring  whether  they  killed  the  woman; 
and  children  ur  not.  ! 


SEKVIDE. 


Bang!  went'  .1  -eomd  -h.-t  ironi  the  shot-gun.  and 
sOi''<ed  iiis  nrte. 

Now  iherv  eafiic  a  lull  in  the  attack. 

(»ld  'Join  Jainc^  had  hc.n  killed  b\  this  -hot.  and  the* 
mob  fiaiised  a  moituni  to  <  uiisnlt. 

The  youn,'>  man  vvh  .  was  defend itig  hinnelf  and  family,’ 

I  slioutiril  from  the  window. 

”\Vhv  do  voii  men  seek  to  take  my  lite.' 

“You  ale  charged  wdth  treason  and  horse-stealing,  saidi 

Ellson. 

“Thev  are  mine.  1  brought  tlicm  from  Ohio.” 

“  You  will  liave  to  submit  to  a  trial, ^  said  Hatch.  E11-, 
-on  is  to  be  the  judge,  and  1  will  defend  you.  ^  on  shall 
have  a  fair  trial.'' 

Then  the  attack  w'as  renewed.  He  fought  a-'  long  as  he! 
could. 

i  .'i  sliot  broke  Ins  left  arm,  and  another  killed  the  babyi 
in  its  mother's  arms. 

Seizing  his  revolver,  the  almost  distracted  fatlier  tore'] 
open  tlic  door  and  opened  Jire  on  the  c-nemy. 

But  liis  pistol  was  soon  emptied,  and  then  they  burst  inij 
on  him. 


The  helples-s  Jiian  was  dragged  away,  and  one  of  theij 
men  proposed  plundering  and  burning  tlie  house,  and  then  ij 
proceeding  witli  the  trial. 

'I'he  suggestion  was  tL.llowed,  and  Ell.suii,  the  Jiian  who 
knew  .sdmething  of  law.  was  called  upon  to  preside  over  i| 
the  trial. 

Hateh,  as  he  agreed,  dcfeiivled  the  prisoner  with  such  ; 
spirit,  that  it  was  after  daylight  before  the  jury  convicted  : 
the  pri.soner  of  both  theft  and  murder.  t  * 

No  sooner  had  the  jury  returned  the  verdict  of  guilty  ’ 
than  a  veil  rose  on  the  ait,  and  a  dozen  hands  seized  and  ■ 
carried  him  down  the  hill  tow'ard  the  river.  Tom  Cum-'' 
mins.  Dick  'roolc.  .Setli  Smith,  Ellson,  and  Hatclt  carried 
the  doomed  man  to  the  tree  w'hicli  grew  in  full  view  of  the 
river. 

'roin  Cummins  phiced  a  rope  around  his  neck,  while 
Hatcli  held  one  leg  and  Dick  Toole  the  other. 

1  he  thunder  pt  horses  lioois  was  heard  at  this  mo- 
nituit,  and  looking  around,  ilie  stujtoficd  man  saw  an  ' 
otlicer  of  tlie  Cnited  Stales  Cavalry,  follow.'d  by  four 
mounted  soldiers,  approaching.  | 

Hold!  cried  the  ollicer.  But  the  Kuching  partv  j 
dropped  their  intended  victim  and  fled.  ' 

“Fire!”  cried  the  otlicer. 

Dick  Toole  anj  Tom  t'ummins  fell,  shot  dead. 

Hatch  was  severely  wounded,  but  crawled  awav.  and  j 
the  others  Escaped  unhurt. 


li-teued  to  the  stui'v  i,*!  Ids  wi'uii'-’s. 
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VALUES  FROM  $1.00  lo  $3.00 


K.NOT  SCARFPIN 

Romin  itold  finish.  with  Frenc> 
dijLUK-nd'  Will  tor  vears. 

Sead  aj  cents  in  coin. 


lJi.DIZS*  BROOCH 
iButterfly ) 

Roman  foM  ftni>h.  U’.ue  enamel. 

Ftk  '  V  h  diams>nd.  Equal  in  av';'earaii<.e 
tv-  cue  north  ta>.a.x  Wait  anted  to 
»«ar 

S«nd  as  cents  in  coin. 

|k  WATCH  FOB 

w  Gold  finish,  extra  quality.  Shows  ten 

•  dollars  in  value.  A  special  offer  tor  3 

utnilcd  tiiue.  Guaranteed  in  value. 
Send  aj  cents  in  coin. 


CUFF  BUTTONS 
Rolled  tol'i 

tor  years.  See  cuts.  Notli- 
in^  iiLe  tins  offer  at  the 
price. 

Cut  R.  a5  cents  per  pair. 

Cut  .M.  so  cents  per  pair. 

The  extra  charjje  is  tor 
niuno;;rani. 

SCROLL  RING 
Latest  scroll  design  Rolled  plate. 
Gold  signet  rin;^  Hand  engraved  with 
aiiv  initial  desired  EiiLTaving  alone 
will  cost  that  much. 

Our  price  I S  tent-*  only. 
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Sen<t  alt  orders  to 

FULTON  JEWELRY  SHOP 
%  Fulton  Street  New  York  City 

THE  LITTLE  GEM  TELETHOyB. 

The  transmitter  In 
this  telephone  Is 
made  from  the  best 
imported  parchment; 
witli  ordinary  use 
will  last  a  lonj  time; 
can  be  mado  in  any 
length  by  adding 
cord ;  the  only  real 
telephone  for  the 
money;  each  one  put  up  in  a  neat  box;  fully 
llustrated,  with  full  directions  how  to  use 
♦hem.  Price.  ICc.,  postpaid. 

WOLEF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  26th  St..  N.  T. 


THE  TOM-TOM  DRUM. 

Hold  the  drum  In  one  hand 
ind  with  the  thumb  of  the  other 
resting  ^against  the  side  of  the 
drum  manipulate  the  drumstick 
with  the  fingers  of  the  same 
hand  (as  indicated  In  the  cut). 
With  practice  It  is  possible  to 
attain  as  great  skill  as  with  a  real  drum.  The  , 
tnovablo  sounding  board  can  be  adjusted  for  , 
sliher  heavy  or  light  playing.  They  are  useu  i 
aztensivelj  in  schools  for  marching.  I 

Price,  10c.  each,  delivered  frea, 
J.  KENNEDV,  303  West  127th  St.,  N.  Y. 


CARD  THROUGH  THE  HAT  TRICK 

With  this  trick  you  tar- 
row  a  hat,  and  appar¬ 
ently  shove  a  card  up 
through  the  crown, 
without  Injuring  the 
card  or  hat.  The  oper¬ 
ation  can  be  reversed, 
the  performer  .seemingly 
pushing  the  card  down 
*  through  the  crown  into 
the  hat  again.  It  is  a 
trick  which  will  puzzle 
Interest  the  closest  ob.server  and  detection 
1*  almost  im possible.  It  Is  so  simple  that  a 
/■biTd  can  learn  how  to  perform  it  in  a  few 
■unuteo. 

I  P'ice  !•  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 
M.  O'NEILL,  423  W,  66th  St.,  N,  Y. 


rapid  CIGARETTE  MAKER. 


v* 


Hi  > 


7  h  i  s  little  article 
sh<  ;ia  be  in  the  pocket 
of  »'v*fy  smoker.  With  it 
a  porfe;!  cigarette  can  be 
n  -id*  In  ten  seconds.  Yo  i 
find  th^r.i  eoual  in 
A  ^ p,*:, rtt r. -'.e  and  Tar  su- 
V  ou’im.rc'Ial  onea,  at  less 
t  f,  »  ♦  V/lih  our  clgar- 

-  ,  ’.'ou  c.-tn  siriok'5 

p  eae'.re.  a*  It's  Just  us 
■  •  to  n:  a  pipe.  E  .  ?rv 
muk-.r  )r  handeorrij'y 
li,  ,  3  for  40c  by 


Ik  .  ik  IV  iiitt  it.,  V.  Y. 


WESHIPonAPPROVIL 

a  c*nt  Jtfisit,  prepay  the  freight 
and  allow  10  CAYS  rRUe  TRIAL. 

IT  ONLY  COSTS  one  cent  to  leaiu  our 
UHktard  tf  prt<ts  and  tnarvtitus 
on  highest  grade  191U  model  bicycles, 

FAOTORY  PRICES 

a  pair  of  tires  pom  anyent  at  any  frtet 
until  you  write  for  our  large  Art  Catalog 
and  learn  our  yuondir/ulfro/isitian  00  hrst 
uample  bicycle  going  to  your  town. 

RIDER  RGEHTS  "i'lrSrb;,* 

money  exhibiting  .and  selling  our  bicycles. 
Wo  Soil  cheaper  than  any  other  factory^ 

TIRES,  Coantor-Brako  roar  whnola, 
lamps,  repairs  and  all  sundries  at  hat/  usual  pricot. 
Oo  Not  trVi'iX;  write  today  tot  our  sptciaJ  offtr. 

rJtEAO  CYCLE  CO..  Oop4-U232a  CHICAGO 


GREENBACKS 


Rack  of  !$1,000  Stage  Hills 
and  present,  10c ;  8  packs,  tJoc. 
Nenti  for  ft  pucU  aud  show 
lUe  boy  s  what  a  WAD  you  otrfy, 

C.  A.  Nichols,  Jr.,  Itouc  1^0,  Chill,  New  York. 


PRICE 

$7.50 

UP 


Mato  S^O  31 

with  oarwonderfulChaInplon  Picture 
Siachlnc.  Takes,  develops,  SinUlies 
puoto  In  hall  minute ;  800  an  hour. 
fCo  dark  room.  Experience  unneces- 
eary.  Photo  Post  Cards  and  Buttons 
all  the  rage!  You  coin  money  any¬ 
where,  Small  Investment:  big 
profits.  Be  your  own  boss.  Wilto, 
rc  for  Free  Book,  Testimonials,  etc. 
•'  J'  AMeRlCAN  tSINUTE  PHOTO  CO. 
“iDtNohoc  Elk,  Chicago,  III. 


ox^iX>  oox:Kr^ 

t7.7.S  paid  for  RARE  date  1353  quarters, 
$.20  for  a  half  dollar.  Wo  pay  a  0.1SH 
premium  on  hundreds  of  coins;  keep  all 
money  dated  before  1884  and  send  TEN 
cents  at  once  for  our  Now  Illustrated  Coin 
Value  Book,  size  4x7.  It  may  moan  your 
fortuno.  C.  r.  CLARK  &  CO., 
Coin  Dealers,  lup  tS  Lelloy,  N,Y. 


TtUi  BJiuilAi(Jroaibun«»  Eai^.  Oxxoiiod  •11-  S  ^ 

Ter  ilublof  red  or  green  ejei.  Lookt  well,  wearf 

well  &>:d  pleases.  X^riwi  etieedoa  tTerrwhere.  Price  onlj 
16o  or  2  for  25o;wortb  caore.  WLoleeele:  12  for  11.00  iiig 

W.  E.  RILLPOT,  Frsnchlown.  «.  J. 


LOTS  OF  FUN  FOfJ  A  D I W!  E 
VcDlrlioquists  Double  Tiirost 

Astocuh  iLCid  uysUfy  your  friends.  Neigh  like  a  horse;  whine  like  • 
puppj;  sing  like  u  ettntTf  and  iinitale  birds  and  beasU  ef  field  awd 
forest.  LOADS  OP  FUN*  Wonderful  Inrendon.  lbou*> 
anUs  tol(L  X'rfoe  only  lO  cents;  4  fbt  Stioente  or  12  for  fiOoenta 
DOUOkC  THROAT  CO.PSVX.  K  FR£M0aTOW£!,N.A 


QgMEM&SOKPLETEeUTFSI 

Tak.a  plctur.3  IR  x  lj4. 
A  lltUo  g«m.  Sara  to 
pUx:«.  Le»tli«r«tto  cov- 
«rod  cau.ra  ant  completo 
'  outfit  of  platei,  paptfr,  chemioalt,  Ac. 
with  compl.to  iniitructivDs  to  any 
hoy  or  alrl  can  take  GflOw 
PiOTUREB  of  UndtetMt,  build- 
in  st^fri.adt,  Ac.  All  iont  for  only  Sic  (jllvor)  or  8  for  60o. 

Camera  Supply  Co.,  Dept.  A,  Prencblown,  N.  J. 

EVERY'BOY  HIS  OWN  TOY  MAKEl? 

Tells  how  to  make  Engines. 
C.vineras.  Microscopes.  Tele- 
phnnci,  L.-interas,  Boarj. 
Kite<s.  Balloons,  Fishing 
Tacklo,  Animal  Traps  anO 
many  other  Mechanical  Toys 
that  a  Boy  can  easily  make. 
?00  Illustrations.  size  of 

. .  Book  1«  6x7.  Tliio  great 

book  with  R  LOT  of  VERY  intercstiog  circulars 
sent  po’ipaid  for  only  YO  cents.  ^ 

C.  U.  CRirko  &  Co,.  Box  6^  Le  Roy.  N.  A. 


M.YGIC  MIRROR. 

Fat  and  lean  funny  faces.  By 
looking  in  these  rnln-ors  upright 
your  features  become  narrow  and 
elongated.  Look  into  it  sidewise 
and  vour  phiz  broadens  out  in 
the  most  comical  m.anriei.  Size 
3Vix2V4  Inches,  in  a  handsome  imi¬ 
tation  morocco  case. 

Price,  10c.  each,  postpaid. 


LANG,  215  Walworth  .St.,  D  UIjn,  Is.  Y. 


ANARCHIST  BOM  173. 

They  are  small  glass 
vials,  and  contain  a 
liquid  chemical  that 
produccH  n  horrible 
odor.  V/lien  dropi»t;d  in 
a  TOO  ,  they  will  make 
e  V  e  .  y  person  present 
rush  out,  holding  their 
noses.  In  a  few  min¬ 
ute's  the  smell  will  dis¬ 
appear.  Perfectly  harm- 
last.  No  danger  of  any  evil  effect.  The  only 
risk  Is  that  your  friends  may  make  you  smell 
one  of  the  bombs  yourself.  If  they  catch  you. 
Prke  10c.  a  box,  or  3  for  26c  ,  by  luall,  postpaid. 
HOLiY  NOVl^L'TY  CU..  KO  V>.  2Ulti  »t..  N.  Y. 


Do  You  Want  a  Rifle 

as  accurate  an(3  reliable 
^  the  tvorld-renotvned 

big  game  rifle  that  the 
famous  hunters  use  ? 

The  No.  6  single  shot  has 
tapered  barrel,  case-hardened 
frame,  genuine  walnut  stock  and 
fore-end,  rifle  butt  plate,  rear  and 
tang  peep  sight. 

Shoots  .22  short,  .22  long  and 
.22  long  rifle  cartridges.  Also 
made  to  shoot  .32  short  rim-fire 
cartridges. 

You’ll  actually  be  surprised  at 
its  moderate  price.  Ask  your 
dealer. 

FREE — Set  of  targets.  Write  to-day 

PemIn§ton.-fJMC 

— the  perfect  shooting  combination 
REMINGTON  ARMS— UNION 
METALLIC  CARTRIDGE  CO. 

21*9  BROADWAY 
New  York  City 

The  new.22 

“LESMOK” 

Cariridt/^s 


THE  BOO-BOO  CARD 


THE 

BOOBOO 
CARD 


Hero  is  nn  innocent,  and 
very  laughable  practical 
Joke.  It  consists  of  a  card, 
postal  size,  blackened  on  one 
side,  except  a  white  circle  In 
the  center.  On  the  ether 
is  an  interesting  sentence, 


printod  in  Spiral  form,  so  that  one  has  to  keep  turn¬ 
ing  the  card  around  and  mound  in  order  to  read  It. 
The  turning  of  the  curd  causes  the  dark  side  to 
blacken  the  reader's  Ungers. 

I'rico  lO  cents  ea.ch  by  mail,  posti>ald. 

J.  KLNNKDY,  303  West  I27th  St..  N.  Y. 


N.AIL  PUZZLE. 
Made  of  2  metal  naila 
linked  together.  Keeps 
folks  giiesaing;  easy  to 
take  them  apart  when  you 
know  how.  Dlreotlona 
with  every  one. 

Price,  6c.,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W,  26  th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Tho  TUssoIvlnif  Penny, 
— A  genuine  penny  is 
^  hold  by  the  fingertips. 

You  olfor  it  to  your 
friend,  und  when  ho  at¬ 
tempts  to  take  it,  tha 

r>onny  suddenly  van- 
Hheu  without  any  trace 
an<l  is  Immediately  reproduced  frona  some 

quite  unexpected  place . Price,  lis* 

J.  KENNEDY.  303  West  127tL  St..  N.  Y. 


i 


VAMSMINO  AM>  KE- 
Al'l'KAKIMO  \V* *ry 

fine.  ea»y  tu  perform  aiij 
11  produces  a  marvelous 
and  mystifyinif  effect.  Kga 
Is  made  to  appear  and 
^arllsll  right  tiefore  ttio 
tyes.  Beautifully  ma>le. 

I'rko,  ‘Joe. 

M.  O’NKIf.!., 

•;”5  W.  Cdth  St..  N.  Y. 


The  Bot¬ 
tle  Imp. — 
The  pecu¬ 
liarity  of 
this  little 
bottle  Is 
that  it 
cannot  be  mads  to  lie  down, 
and  yet  by  simply  passing 
the  hand  over  It,  the  per¬ 
former  causes  it  to  do  so. 
'i’lUa  trick  affords  great 
amusement,  and  is  of  convenient  size  to  carry 

iibout . Price,  10c 

J.  kk.\m;i>v,  ;;o3  u’est  iieitii  st.,  x.  v. 


rOUE  ViPPIiS  (A  l.OUi)  BOOK;. 

Hus  the  absolute  and  e.\act 
shape  of  a  book  in  cloth.  Up¬ 
on  the  opening  of  the  book, 
after  having  It  set  up  accord¬ 
ing  to  directions  furnished,  a 
loud  report  similar  to  that  of 
a  pistol-shot  will  be  heard, 
much  to  the  amazement  and 
surprise  cf  the  victim.  Caps 
not  mailable;  can  be  bought 
at  any  toy  store.  Price,  85c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H,  P.  LAiS'G,  215  IValworth  St.,  B’klyu,  N.  Y. 


MTU  i:  KIP’S  TEX-PI.VS. 

In  each  set  there  are 
ten  pins  and  two  bowl¬ 
ing  balls,  packed  in  a 
MfiT/ul  beautifully  oruanieute.i 
boN'.  With  one  of  these 
miniature  sets  >ou  i:iu 
play  ten-pins  ori  your 
dh'.lng-rooni  table  ju.st 
as  well  as  the  guiiie 
I  oe  ed  ill  a  regular  alley.  Kvery  game 
kno.‘.  ;i  to  plot erisiotial  bowlers  Can  be  ivoikcd 
with  these  pins.  Price,  JOc.  per  bo.t  by  jnail 
postpaid. 

11.  J'.  J,.\XU,  21.5  Wahvortli  St.,  B’kiyu.,  X.  Y. 


SUKPKISE  PERFUME 
BOTTI.E. 

Those  in  the  joke  may  freely 
smell  the  perfume  In  the  bottle, 
but  the  uninitiated,  on  removing 
the  cork  will  receive  the  contents 
In  hl.s  hands.  This  Is  a  aimpla 
and  clever  Joke. 

Price,  lOe.  each  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid;  3  for  S5c. 

SI.  F.  UAX«, 
ms  Walworth  Street, 
Urooklyc,  K.  Y. 


I)ING-A-I.IXG. 

A  new  and  Interesting’  game. 
It  consists  of  a  iVi  Inch  wooden 
racquet,  with  a  cup  near  the  e.nd, 
to  which  a  bell  is  fastened  by  a 
14-lnch  string.  The  object  Is  to 
toss  the  bell  and  see  how  often  It 
can  be  brought  back  Into  the  cup,  | 
Price,  12c.  each,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL, 

426  W.  66th  St.,  N.  Y, 


THE  .SPOTTER, 
OB  TUK  KOLCAT- 
EI>  DIE. — The  per¬ 
former  exhibiu  a 
die.  The  Ace  of 
Spades  and  five  cards 
are  now  taken  from  i 
a  pack.  The  Ace  of 
Spades  Is  tlioroughly 
shuffled  with  the 
otlier  cards.  ^hich 
are  tlien  placed  face 

•  V  .  , .  down  In  a  row  oii 

*n*  The  dl-*  Is  now  thrown,  and  us  P 

ernbodlsd  with  sup.  rhumun  Intelllgen,  #.  ihs 

•  tad  position  of  the  .Ace  is  indicated.  Wlth- 

oBt  ton- hing  III.;  die.  Jhe  pe.iorm,i  pi,  k,.  uii 
th«  cards,  gl.cs  thrill  a  complete  ftliuft’-  nid 
again  sprcMUc  tl.rm  .ju».  'n  c  dio  la  r.ilh.l  1 
tsfer*  b/  alii  i'.-  •  end  Is  t.i  •  onie  t  i  ' 

a  Stop  with  '  lo  'itliig  number  ui  ’.wi m.;,*,  f 
Th*  card  U  It'iiid  o .  er  and  f.c  iij 

tpeod  In  T  I'lU,  ,  0 

1.  W.  LANU,  IlS  \t»iwurUi  Ht.,  D  kiyu,  x,  j 


ITfTI  POWDI’R.  j 

•jjc  whiz  I  Wha?  fun 
you  can  liavc  witii 
t  h  i  B  Htnff.  MoiHtcn 
the  lip  of  .vour  ringer, 
tup  It  on  the  contents 
1)1  the  hu.x.  and  n  little 
hit  will  stic’ii.  Then 
shake  hands  witli  your 
trie  n  d.  or  drop  a 
spick  down  ir..s  back. 
In  a  inliuite  lie  will 
t'.'cl  us  if  he  had  the 
seven  yeais'  itcli.  It 
scratch,  roar,  siiuirni  .ind 
it  is  ^lerfecily  harmless,  us 


The 


will  rua'iie  liitn 
make  faces.  Hut 

it  Is  iiiude  from  the  seeds  of  wild  ros.-s. 
hori’Jhlc  Itch  Slops  in  a  l‘e\.’  minutes,  or  cun 
be  checked  itnmed.ately  by  rubbing  tlie  spot 
with  ;i  wet  cloth.  While  it  is  working,  you 
will  he  apt.  to  laugli  your  su.spender  buttons 


ofV.  'I'lie  best  jo!;e  of  all. 
boy.  by  raaii.  post  pain. 

WOI.l  r  NOVEL'l'Y  CO.. 


I’rice  lU  cents  a 


29  \V.  3(illi  .‘4t..  N.  Y. 


GOOD  Li:CK  BATs'KS. 
Ornainsntal  as  well  as  u.sefui. 
Made  of  highly  nickeled  br.iss. 
It  hoiks  just  One  Dollar.  Wnori 
filled  /t  open.s  itself.  Remains 
lotkfeo  until  refilled.  Can  be  used 
as  a  watchcliarm.  Aloney  refund¬ 
ed  if  not  satisfied.  Price.  lOe. 

by  mail. 

L.  SEXAKENS, 

347  Winthrop  St.,  Brockiyn,  N,  Y, 


C'ACHCO,  Oft  3XEE21XG  POWDER 

Tlie  greatest  fun-maker  ot 
iheni  all.  A  small  amount 
of  this  powder,  when  blown  1 
in  a  room,  will  cause  ! 
everyone  to  sneeze  without  j 
anyone  knowing  where  it  •' 
comes  from.  It  is  very  lijaht,  will  float  in  tho  . 
air  for  some  time,  and  penetrate  every  nock, 
au'.l  corner  of  a  room.  It  is  perfecttly  harm- 
jes.s.  C'aehoo  is  put  up  in  bottles,  and  one 
bottle  contains  enough  to  be  used  from  10  to 
lo  times.  Price,  by  mail.  10c.  each;  3  for  23c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26tli  St.,  N.  Y. 


SPIRIT  SLATE-WiUTIXG.— Xo  trick  ha.t 
aver  pi.zzled  tlie  scientists  more  and  created 
a  greater  sensutio.i  than  the  famous  spirit- 
writings  which,  appear  between  sealed  slates 
tviiich  have  freely  been  snowii  cleaned,  care¬ 
fully  tied  together  and  giien  to  a  spectator  to 
hold.  'J’hese  E'piilts  answer  tjuesiio’ns.  Hold 
by  ti.s  complete,  slates  and  secret.  Xo  ch.^m- 
Ical  used.  Price  T3c 

M.  O’XKILL,  425  W.  5G{h  St..  X.  V. 


THE 


those  of  a  live 
through  the  air 
natural  manner, 
lage,  lliis  one  should 
amusement  to  botii 
IsJe.  each  by  mall,  postpaid, 
a.  P.  L.AXil,  315  Walworth  St 


rLUTTEK-UY. 

Tills  niech.anica!  flying  1 
machine  is  worked  t  v  a  j 
new  ininciple.  it  looks' 
like  a  beautiful  butter-  j 
tly,  about  ii  inche.s  wide, 
in  action  its  win.g  move- 
miMits  are  o.vactiv  like 
butterfly.  It  will  travel 
about  25  feet.  In  the  most 
As  llylng  toys  are  all  ihe 
be  a  source  of  profit  and 
old  and  young.  I’rice. 


B’klyn,  X. 


.1 1  M  f- f  X  r,  r  AKB  — A 
pretty  illlie  e»»)r  to 

j)e.f.)im.  E.hVrt  A  o«i*ft- 

cil  (aid  I  -lorned  to  ih* 

deck  Jump*  high  Into  ilie 
rI'  at  the  per'ormer'ir  com- 
rn'i  Il  l.  I’ft'  k  !•  held  in  .jiie 
iiand.  I’rl' e  of  upparutu*. 
with  enougt)  card*  to  per¬ 
form  the  trick.  Ibc. 

M.  D'VKILL, 

42'.  W.  50th  St..  N.  Y, 


THE  DEVIL’S  C.\KI>  TRICK.— From  three 
cards  held  In  the  hand  anyone  is  asked  vo 
mentally  select  one.  -All  three  cards  are 
]>Iafc-d  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  removes 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  has 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax; 
highly  recommended.  Price,  lOe. 

If.  F.  l..\XC,  215  Walworth  St..  B’klyn..  ,N'.  Y 


APPE.VniXG  BILLI.YRD  B.YLL.— A  sol'd 
billiard  bail,  beautifully  made,  can  be  made 
to  appear  in  the  bare  hands  ’.vitli  the  sleeves 
rolU-d  back  to  elbows.  Very  fine  and  easy 
tu  tfu-  Price,  35c. 

AI.  O’XKJI.E,  425  W.  5Ctli  St..  N.  Y. 


hand 

hand 


BI51XG  PENCIL. 
.<  — Tile  performer  ex¬ 
hibits  an  ordinary 
pencil  and  shows  It 
top  and  bottom.  The 
pencil  is  laid  on  tht 
palm,  the  perfonner 
calling  attention  to 
his  hypnotic  power 
over  innate  objects. 
The  pencil  is  seen 
slowly  to  rise,  fol¬ 
lowing  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  other 
The  witnesses  are  asked  to  pass  their 
around  it  to  assure  themselves  no 


thread  or  hair  is  used.  Prii-e.  25c 

(i.  KENNEDY,  303  West  127th  SI..  N.  Y. 


BO\. — A  very  cleverly  made 
bo\  of  e.vchanglng  or  vanishing  cords.  In  fad. 

ot  this  char’.o  ter  can  b- 
very  necessary  inaghai 
Prii  c.  15c. 
501  h  St.,  N.  V. 


the  PKIX. 
CES.s  tif  Ml. 


any  nu'mber  of  tricks 
perf(,nnevl  by  it.  .A. 
accessory. 

M.  G’XEll.L,  425  W 


fV.'  jf  ?  U  i  V  A  K  D 
^  Foci  t  .i  r  d  s 


‘KNOCK-OrT’*  CARD  TRICK.— Fire  card* 
are  sliown,  front  and  back,  and  there  are  no 
two  cards  alike.  You  idac-e  some  of  them  in 
a  handlterchlef  and  ask  any  person  to  held 
them  b.v  the  corners  in  full  view  of  the  audl- 
vnoe.  Von  now  take'  the  remal’iing  cards  and 
request  anyone  to  name  any  card  shown.  Thhs 
done,  you  repeat  *he  name  of  fne  card  and 
state  that  you  will  cause  It  to  Invlsiblv  leaie 
your  huiul  and  pass  Into  the  handkerchief, 
where  it  will  be  found  among  the  other  cards. 
At  the  word  “Oo!"  you  show  that  the  chosen 
I  aid  has  vanished,  leaving  absolutoU’  only 
two  (aids.  The  handkerchief  is  unfolded  bv 
any  person,  and  in  It  Is  found  the  Identical 

Price.  lOe. 

-M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  Z6th  St.,  N.  Y. 


a.-c  held  i;i 

the  fotm  of  .t  un  uii.i  u 

sp.'ctali.r  'h  cd  to 

tiieritHlIy  site,  t  ...i,?  i.  tr,.  | 

fviiir.  'the  (rv.is  :ii>- 
shuffled  and  ;,ne  i-  . '..h,  ' 

t  ak  (  h  a  I  u  mi  l  5. .  ,i  | n 
?  '<  pocket.  The  )  f.  111.)  I  •e...  ?  u.jl  h- 

liu*>  lal.Ml  the  (  -.1.1  111  |.  u.  .1  ed  In  the 

See.  I  'l  ,i  Tile  tk  liidc  .11’“  Im.i  di:|i'  ■e.i 

1  ’i :  S  -  b  1.1  -.11;  i<  .  .1  le  1.)-  Ill  l')f  ;u  ^ 

>•  I  i  I  1  '  .  I  -I  1!  j.  I  'v:  l.l...  I  II. 

r.  I  <  .1,  f  I  ..Jell  U.  *‘ll.e  L  c 

J.  ka  v.mll>i,  ttt.,  i.rtu  61.,  N.  1 


7  I'U  Ml  I  1  IP!  A  l\.;  « 

T  OUIIaI  to\  I  •  ,  .  V  ,1  ’  .  { 

t  V.  •  I  '  1.  •  i.  :  ,1  V  1 

1 ;  i ' ,  11  .  1  V  r  I 

k  •  C  O  I  ■  . 

'  \  I  ill,  t  1  ,  .1  ,  Jl 

■I  II-  ,  ,  , 


I’i  ■  't  -  i.,(l V  .  ,  ’  y 

I  11  1,  I  UNO,  215  DatwuktB  at 


■'  IV. 

u  kir%,  N.  I. 


SECRET  SERVICE. 
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“Secret  Service” 


NEW  YORK,  2\IAY 


TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 


Sinxir  CorIe5 .  Cents 

One  C>py  Three  .Months . . . 6^  Cents 

One  Copy  Six  Months . .  .  Si  2S 

One  Copy  One  Year . .’.’..V.V.V.V.V.V  Saiso 

Postage  Free. 

^,9'' .  MONEY— At  our  riak  send  P.  O.  Money  Order,  Check, 

OT  uegiet^i'M  jACtter;  remittancea  in  any  other  way  are  at  your  risk. 
»e  Postage  Stamps  the  same  as  cash.  AVhen  sending  silver 

tne  Loin  in  a  separate  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting  the  envel¬ 
ope.  mrc  i/our  name  and  address  plainli/^  Address  letters  to 

I  Frank  Tousey,  Publisher 

O.A..  K.  J  j  St,,  N.  Y. 


ITEMS  WORTH  READING 


Silk  stockings  Avere  first  manufactured  in  Spain.  When 
first  introduced  a  Spanish  grandee  presented  a  pair  to  his 
queen  through  the  hands  of  her  minister  of  state.  They 
were  promptly  returned  by  the  minister,  who  intimated 
to  the  grandee  that  he  Avoiild  do  well  to  bear  in  mind  that 
the  “Queen  of  Spain  had  no  legs.”  The  earliest  pair  in 
England  were  worn  by  Edward  YI — a  gift  from  the  mer¬ 
chant  prince  of  that  age,  Sir  Thomas  Gresham. 

According  to  the  tabulation  figures  in  the  tax  books  for 


In  a  Third  avenue  restaurant  in  New  York  cit3%  there 
lias  been  for  more  than  tAventy  years  an  odd  clock  on  the 
wall.  The  clock  is  placed  in  a  frying  pan.  Tlie  bottom 
of  the  pan  forms  the  face  of  the  clock  and  the  hours  are 
numbered  on  03'^ster  shells  fastened  to  the  pan.  The  lionr 
and  minute  hands  are  a  fork  and  knife.  Other  curious 
clocks  stand  in  out  of  the  way  corners  of  the  citA’.  In  a 
dime  museum  that  used  to  be  on  the  Bowery  there  stood 
for  many  years  a  huge  clock,  about  the  size  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  rolltop  desk,  said  to  have  been  made  by  a  cripple 
Avith  tlie  aid  of  a  fretsaw  and  a  jackknife.  This  clock 
Avas  made  of  70,000  pieces  of  wood  of  different  kinds.  It 
had  fiA’e  dials,  showing  the  time  in  Ixmdon,  Paris,  Berlin, 
St.  Petersburg  and  New  York;  there  Avere  also  dials  that 
indicated  the  phases  of  the  moon,  orbit  of  the  earth,  small 
figures  representing  the  Last  Supper,  the  Crucifixion  and 
other  Biblical  scenes.  The  quarters,  halves  and  lipurs 
were  struck  on  small  bells  by  gnomelike  figures  liiade  to 
resemble  familiar  dwarfs  in  tlic  Sleepy  HoHoav  scene  of 
“Rip  Van  Winkle.”  For  many  years  this  clock  was  the 
main  feature  in  the  museum.  It  Avas  later  bought  bv  a 
club,  it  is  said. 

- »«  . — 

WITH  THE  FUNNY  FELLOWS 


The  Man  at  the  Door — Madam,  I’m  the  piano-tuner. 
The  Womsin — I  didn’t  send  for  a  piano-tuner.  The  Man 
— I  know  it,  lady,  the  neighbors  did. 


1912  real  estate  in  NeAV  York  is  assessed  at  $7,525,474,063. 


Estimating  the  realty  Avhich  is  exempt  from  taxation  at 
$2,500,000,000,  the  value  of  all  real  estate  in  the  five 
boroughs  approximates  $10,000,000,000  (ten  billions). 
The  assessed  valuation  of  taxable  property  in  New  York 
has  been  raised  in  the  last  fourteen  years,  or  since  con¬ 
solidation  from  $2,163,135,687. 


The  dingo  is  a  species  of  Avild  dog  found  out  in  Aus¬ 
tralia,  and  is  to  that  country  Avhat  the  Avolf  is  to  eastern 
Europe  and  the  coyote  to  America.  Hunting  in  packs,  he 
is  a  perpetual  menace  to  Australia’s  chief  industry,  the 
breeding  of  sheep.  Owing  to  his  cunning  and  sAviftness 
the  dingo  is  liable  to  hold  his  own  in  Central  Australia, 
and  is  likelv  to  do  so  for  a  long  time  to  come,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  fact  that  a  generous  price  is  set  upou  his 
head  by  the  government. 


During  the  late  Charles  Fechter’s  managpincnt  of  the 
ivveeum'^Theatre  in  I.ondon  tlie  actor  was  frequently  vis¬ 
ited  in  hi-  dres.-ing-room  l)y  the  King — then  Prince  of 
_ and  on  several  occasions  instructed  bis  royal  vis¬ 
itor  in  the  art  of  make-up.  One  day  tlie  King  suddenly 
appeared  before  Quenn  Victoria  in  the  guise  of  a  tramp. 
Ker  Vfajesty,  terrified  and  imagining  that  by  some  means 
;r  oth^r  a  dc-perate  character  had  gained  access  into  tlic 
fi,  ,  tM  the  bell,  but  before  the  attendants  reached 
,,  ,  V  ie;;!  the  I’riuec  had  thrown  off  liis  flisgui.se. 

‘  •  -M  •  r  iw*  igh  !,'•  wH-  proud  of  the  fact  that  the  Quern 

,,  f,.,|  to  "reeogni/p  him;  it  is  said,  however,  tliat 

.c  \,j.,  o-i-  did  not  appreciate  the  joke  to  the  extent 
perpeuatof  did. 


Bobby' — MaAv,  is  that  the  last  piece  of  pie?  Mamma — • 
No,  my  child.  Why?  Bobby  (avIio  has  eaten  two  pieces) 
— Well,  I  thought  if  it  was  I’d  try  to  worry  it  down. 

♦ 

“She’s  a  dear  girl,”  said  the  fond  mother,  glancmg■'ap- 
provingly  at  her  daughter,  “Yes,  she  certainly  is,”  said 
the  father,  glancing  disapprovingly  at  her  dressmaker’s 
bill. 

Willie  (studying  Iiis  lessons) — Say,  pa,  AA'here  does  the 
Hudson  rise?  Pa  (hesitatingly) — I  don’t  know  exactly. 
Willie — You  don't!  Just  think  of  it — to-morrow  the 
teacher’ll  give  me  a  licking  on  account  of  your  ignorance  I 

“Are  you  fond  of  music?”  “Very,”  answered  the  young 
man  with  Avide  cars.  “liow  do  you  make  the  distinction 
betAveen  popular  music  and  classical  music?”  “Easily.  If 
I  enjoy  it  it’s  popular,  and  if  I  don’t  like  it  it’s  classical.” 

Long — I’m  getting  too  stout  for  comfort,  but  am  unable 
to  find  a  remedy.  Short — It  is  said  that  nothing  re¬ 
duces  surplus  flesh  like  Avorry.  Ijong — But  I  liaA'c  noth¬ 
ing  to  worry  me.  Short/— Well,  just  to  help  you,  I'm  Avill- 
ing  to  let  you  lend  me  ten  dollars. 

{‘ondiictor — See  that  insignificant  little  fellow  over 
there  at  the  pie  counter?  Passenger — Yes!  Avhat  of  him? 
Gonductor — He’s  jnore  important  than  the  president  of 
the  road.  What  he  says  goes.  Passenger — Tndcedl  Who 
is  he?  Conductor — He’s  the  train  despatcher. 


“WORK  AND  WIN” 

6fil  FrPd  Tearnot  and  the  P.ojs  of  White 
Luke ;  or.  Great  Spo^t  on  the  Ice. 

682  Fred  Kearnot's  Lucky  Leap  ;  or.  Finding 

a  Fortune  by  Chance. 

683  Fred  Feai  nofs  Drive  for  a  Goal  :  or, 

riaying  Hockey  to  Win. 

684  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Town  Toper:  or, 

Paving  a  Hoy  from  Uuln. 

6Rr>  Fred  I'earnot  Lost  In  the  Snow  ;  or.  After 
Hig  Game  In  the  North. 

6K6  Fred  1-Vaii>nt  s  Uetuin  to  the  Stage:  or, 
TMaying  His  Lest  I’art. 


687  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Skating  Sam;’*  or. 

Trimming  the  Top  Notchers. 

688  Fred  Fearnot’s  I’ough  Itide :  or.  Over 

the  Uockles  on  Horseback. 

689  Fred  I'earnot  and  “Snow  Shoe  Sam;"  or. 

Four  Days  In  a  Blizzard. 

690  Fred  Fearnot’s  Boy  I''nemy  ;  or.  Showing 

Him  Ulght  From  Wrong. 

691  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Switch  Bov:  o- 

Downing  a  Uailroad  Gang. 

692  Fred  Fearnot  at  Black  Ba.vott :  or.  I.ost 

In  the  Great  Swamp. 

693  Fred  Fe.arnot  and  the  Forger  ;  or.  Saving 

a  Wayward  Youth. 


694  1  Ted  Fearnot  After  the  Itlv^r  Uoufbs; 

or.  The  Water  Front  Myatery. 

6913  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Itwarf  ;  or,  Stand¬ 
ing  Fp  for  the  \3eBk. 

096  Fred  Fearnot  and  "Little  Nell"  ;  or,  The 
Waif  of  the  liowery. 

(>97  Fred  Fearnofa  Young  Nine ;  or.  The 
Opening  Game  of  Bas-b.all. 

C98  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  IMver  Pilot;  or. 
Downing  the  Mississippi  Blacklegs. 

699  Fred  Fearnot  In  the  Box;  or.  The 

Throw  that  Won  the  ttarae 

700  Fred  I'earnot  as  I'ire  Chief  ;  or.  Saving 

a  Town  from  the  Flames. 


“FAME  &  FORTUNE  WEEKLY” 

E2U  in  the  tJam®  to  Win;  or.  Beating  the 
Wall  Street  "Bulls” 

827  A  Born  Salesman  ;  or,  A  Young  Money¬ 
maker  on  the  Uoad. 

S28  Dick  Dalton,  Young  Banker ;  or,  Corner¬ 
ing  the  Wall  Street  “Sharks.” 

829  A  I’oor  Boy's  Luck ;  or,  The  Uise  of  a 

Young  Builder’. 

830  A  .v.'iO.OUO  Deal  ;  or,  Hal  Hardy,  the  Wall 

Street  Wizard. 

831  Billly,  the  Blacksmith;  or.  From  Anvil 

to  Fortune. 


“PLUCK  AND  LUCK” 

With  Stanley  on  His  Last  Trip:  or, 
Bmiu  1  asha's  Ilescue.  By  Jas  C. 
Merritt. 

Appointed  to  West  Point;  or,  Fighting 
His  Own  Way.  By  Gen'l  Jas.  A. 
Gordon. 

The  Black  Jlaglcian.  and  His  Invisible 
Pupil.  By  Ulchard  K.  Montgomery. 
The  .Mud  .Maroon ;  or.  The  Boy  Casta¬ 
ways  of  the  Malay  Island.  F>y 
Howard  Austin. 

Little  Bed  Cloud,  the  Boy  Indian  Caief. 
By  An  Old  Scout. 


710 

711 

712 
714 


ri5 


332  Sharp  and  Smart,  the  Young  Brokers. 

and  How  They  Made  a  Million.  lA 
Wall  Street  Story.) 

333  Driven  from  School ;  or.  The  Pirate's 

Buried  Gold. 

334  A  Bright  Boy  Broker;  or.  Shearing  the 

Wall  Street  “Lamb.'!.'' 

335  Telegraph  Tom  ;  or.  The  Message  That 

Made  Him  Famous. 

336  Dick  and  the  Mad  Broker  :  or.  The  Secret 

Band  of  M'all  Street. 

337  A  Sharp  Boy;  or.  Making  His  Mark  in 

Business. 


TIG  Nobody's  .Son;  or,  The  Sti'ange  Fortunes 
of  a  Smart  Boy.  By  Bertoa  Bertrew. 

717  Shore  Line  Sam,  the  Young  Southern 

Engineer ;  or,  Kailroadmg  in  War 
Times.  By  Jas  C.  Merritt. 

718  The  Gold  Queen  ;  or.  Two  Yankee  Boys 

in  Never  Never  Land.  By  Howard 
Austin 

('19  A  I’oor  Irish  Boy:  or.  Fighting  His  Own 
Way  By  .-Vllan  Arnold. 

720  Big  Bone  Isiaud;  or,  Lost  in  the  Wilds 

of  Siberia,  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

721  Bolly  Bock  :  or.  Chasing  the  Mountain 

Bandits.  By  Bichard  B.  Montgomery. 


338  Tom  Swift  of  Wall  Street:  or.  The  Boy 

IVho  Was  on  the  Job. 

339  Andy  the  Audioiicei  :  »r.  Bidding  In  a 

1-  tiitune. 

340  Doubling  'I'he'r  Dollars:  or.  Scboolma’cs 

in  Wall  Street. 

341  Dick  Darling's  Money  :  or.  The  Piiss  of 

an  UlM’ce  Boy. 

342  Beating  the  Market;  or,  A  I’or  F.io’-.er's 

Deal.  (A  Wall  Street  Story.) 

343  Lost  in  the  Jungle'  or.  'J  he  Secret  of 

the  Hindoo  'I'eniple. 

344  Bound  To  Get  the  I'.ash;  cr,  Out  For  a 

Million  in  M  all  Street. 


722  Ilia  Last  Chance:  or.  T.'ncle  Dick's  For¬ 

tune.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

723  Dick  Dareall.  The  Boy  Blockade  Runner, 

By  Capt.  Thus.  II.  Wikson. 

724  The  Rival  Nines ;  or.  The  Boy  Ch.im- 

lons  of  the  Beds  and  Grays.  By  Jas. 
< Merntt. 

723  On  the  Plain  with  Buffalo  Bill;  or. 
Two  Years  in  the  Wild  West.  By  \n 
Old  Scout. 

T2G  The  Smugglers  of  the  Shannon  :  or.  The 
Irish  Meg  MoiTBes.  I'y  Berton  Ber¬ 
trew. 


“THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76” 

674  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Idiot  Spy  ;  or, 

Uunning  Down  the  Skinners. 

675  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fire  Baft ;  or.  Scorch¬ 

ing  the  Kedcoats. 

r>76  The  Libertv  Boys  Cunning  Trap :  or. 
The  Traitor's  Secret. 

677  The  Liberty  Boys'  Girl  Friend;  or.  Do¬ 

ing  Good  Work. 

678  The  Liberty  Boys  Desperate  Fight ;  or, 

The  Betreat  I'rom  Hackensack. 

679  The  Liberty  Itoys  and  (he  \\itch  of 

Harlem  ;  oi',  Beating  the  Uessiaus. 


5S0  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Lone  .Moiintaiu  ;  or. 
Surrounded  by  the  Britis.h. 

CSl  The  I.iberty  Boys  and  "Ilorseshoo 
Jones;"  or.  The  Work  of  a  Backwoods 
f’py- 

5S2  The  I.iberty  Boys'  Irish  Bi-Teinau;  or.  A 
Deaa.shot  Against  the  -British. 

3S3  The  Liberty  Boys  Tracking  i.,iaut  ;  or, 
After  the  .Mohawk  Baiders. 

,iS4  The  Liberty  Boys  Out  Scouting;  or 
Trapping  a  I’lotter. 

3S5  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  laukee  Ped¬ 
dler;  or,  Sharp  Work  at  Bennington. 


5SG  The  Liberty  Boys  on  the  Outposts .  or, 
Derendiiig  the  Lines 

oS7  The  Liberty  Bojs  at  the  Guns,  cr. 
Winning  a  Fierce  Fight. 

5SS  The  I.iberty  Boys'  Lightning  Charge  ;  or. 
The  Dash  at  Trenton. 

5S9  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Double  Duty ;  or, 
A  WTr.iei'  in  ihe  Woods. 

590  The  Liberty  Boys'  Cave  Camp  .  or,  Plav- 
ing  a  Great  War  Game. 

501  The  Liberty  Boys'  (  oips;  or.  Watching 

the  Advance  Onards. 

502  The  Liberty  Boys  Taking  th«  Forts;  or. 

Against  the  Boyal  loiners. 


“■WILD  WEST  WEEKLY” 

482  Young  Wild  West's  Clean  Sweep:  or. 

The  Beformatiou  of  Beckless  Camp. 

483  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lloodoo  Claim:' 

or  Arietta  and  the  Keg  of  Nuggets. 

484  Young  Wild  West  and  “Cinnamon 

llauk  or.  The  Grudge  of  the  Gila 
Giant. 

4S5  Young  Wild  West's  Scrimmage  With 
Sioux  ;  or  .'\rietta  and  the  Iteuegade. 
4*6  Young  Wild  West  Itaciug  the  Cowboys; 
or.  Saving  a  Doomed  Bauch, 


4S7  Young  Wild  West's  Biggest  Fanout;  or. 

Arietta  and  the  Lost  I’lospectorB. 

488  Toung  Wild  West  Sav'iug  a  iJiiudred 
'rhuusaud  ;  or,  t  he  Shot  T'hat  Stopped 
the  j.rain. 

4S0  Young  Wild  West's  Fall  Bouuu-Lp;  or. 
Arietta  and  the  Busllers 

490  Yoimg  Wild  West  Dver  ihe  Bio  tiraude; 

or.  The  Search  for  the  Stol.ui  Stock. 

491  loiiug  Wild  West  and  the  Bedskiu  Spy:  ' 

Oi'.  .Arietta's  Clever  Decoy.  I 

492  Young  Wild  West  Gunning  for  (iold  ;  or. 

Outwi'.ting  thf(  Mine  Plotters. 


493  Young  Wild  West  F,.rced  to  Fight;  or. 
How  Arietta  i>o»setl  the  Gulch. 

404  Youug_  M'iid  M'esi  ar.d  ih  •  .Missing  Earl; 
or.  The  Search  tor  a  Missing  .Man. 

495  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Indian  .Agent; 
or.  .Arietta  Shooiing  for  Her  Life. 

49G  Young  Wild  Wesi's  I  as.so  liuel  ;  or.  The 
Picnic  at  Dry  Bottom. 

497  Young  Wild  W  est  and  the  F.  S.  M.irshal ; 
or.  .Arietta  ,i.«  r.  Detrrtire 

•198  A Oc.rg  Wild  est  Stopji  rg  a  Flood  ;  or. 
Sav  ing  a  I'li.cmed  (  amiv 
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r  ISSUES — 

ThIeveB :  or,  KunnInK  Down  the  Red 
Blind” ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Sealed 
indry  Check  ;  or,  A  Dangerous  Hunt  In 


“WORK  AND  V  xrall  :  or.  The  Boy  Who  Kscaped  From 

6Sl  reaiDot  and  t^*^’oiigpirator8 ;  or,  The  Case  That  Came  From 

Loke  ;  or.  Great  S"  ^ 

682  the  Second  S^tory  Men:  or.  Tracking  a  Box  of 

683  Fred  tea r?jjy*gS  Student:  or.  The  Mystery  of  the 

AS.  ^rfnl  ("ollcge. 

^  tJys  Deaerate  Deed:  or.  Foiling  a  Slick  Bunch, 

cc-  i  oo.  i<lys  aiw  the  Brass-Bound  Chest ;  or.  The  Case  Which 

68..  ‘  ®f-'out  ot  the  Sea. 

'red  I>i i^ocket  Clew;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Old 

r*inTir.i*yflrd.  J 

■  *ndvR  Allter  a  Chinese  Princess :  or.  The  Yellow  Fienda  of 


688  1 


- CO.  i 

“FAME  radys  and  Old  Dangerous ;  or.  Hunting  the  King  of  the 
Ill  fh'  Breakers. 

Bradys  and  the  Sack  of  Gold:  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Steel 
a97  A  **  *  anlt 

Vi  he  Bradys  Among  the  Gypsies;  or,  The  Fortune-Teller’s  Secret. 
The  Bradys  Shadowing  a  Bandit :  or.  The  Tough  Man  of  the 
S28  D  Ozarks. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Magic  Box  ;  or.The  Mystery  of  the  Magician. 
E2I)  A  Xde  Bradys'  Chinese  Iran  ;  or.  The  Hunt  tor  me  Wooden  idol. 

o  The  Bradys  and  Gentleman  Joe ;  or.  Rounding  Up  the  Taxi  Crooks. 
S30«6  ,The  Bradys  Under  Sealed  Orders  ;  or,  A  Secret  Service  Case  from 
Panama. 

•67  The  Bradvs  and  the  "Con”  Man  :  or,  A  Clever  Crook  from  Chicago. 
•W  The  Bradys  Triple  Trail  ;  or.  Tracked  Through  Three  Cities. 
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669  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Carter;  or.  The  Clew  that  Came  hy 

Wireless. 

670  The  Bradys  In  "Little  Africa  ;  or.  Ten  Hours  of  Deadly  Peril. 

671  The  Bradys’  Three  Ball  Clue;  or.  Held  in  the  House  of  Mystery. 

6‘72  The  Bradys  and  “Kid  Kennedy  ;”  or.  Hot  Work  In  Battle  Row 

673  '^I'he  Bradys  and  the  Midnight  Special  ;  or.  After  the  Post  Office 

Thieves 

674  The  llradys  and  the  Five  Gold  Bullets ;  or.  The  Boldest  Plot  for 

Y'ears. 

675  The  Bradys  After  the  Missing  Aviator;  or.  Chasing  a  Curious 

C 

676  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Boy  ;  or.  Solving  an  East  Side  Mystery 

677  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Candlestick  ;  or.  Showing  Up  a  Slick 

Swindler. 

678  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Queen  ;  or.  The  Case  that  Puzsied 

Pell  Street. 

679  The  Bradys'  Bag  of  Gold  ;  or.  Rounding  Dp  the  Mining  Sharks. 

680  The  Bradys  and  the  River  Rats ;  or.  Out  On  a  Revenue  Case, 

681  The  Bradys  in  Death  Swamp;  or.  Downing  a  Desperate  Band 

682  The  Bradys  and  the  Bundle  Boy  ;  or.  The  Fate  of  Eddie  .Moran 

683  The  Bradys’  Mysterious  Clew  ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Seven  Sevena 

684  The  Bradys  and  the  Burglars:  or.  The  Clew  In  the  Bank  Vault 

685  The  Bradys  and  the  Twenty  Treasure  Chests  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of 

the  California  Clipper. 

686  The  Bradys  and  the  Dumb  Chinaman ;  or.  Exposing  a  Midnight 

Mystery. 

687  The  Bradys’  Thousand-Mile  Chase  ;  or.  Out  for  a  Big  Reward. 

688  The  Bradys  and  Convict  10  ;  or.  After  the  King  of  the  Dips. 

689  The  Bradys’  Dash  for  Life ;  or.  Trailing  the  Auto  Burglars. 

690  The  Bradys’  Clever  Trap  ;  or.  The  Marked  $1,000  Bill, 

691  The  Bradys  and  the  'Yellow  Giant ;  or.  The  Clew  in  the  Joss 

House. 

692  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Case ;  or.  The  Big  Bonanza  Mine  Mystery. 
693^The  Bradys  and  the  Pack  of  Cards ;  or.  The  Hunchback’s  Terrible 

694  The  Bradys  and  the  Circus  Boy  ;  or.  The  Fatal  Finger  Prints, 
receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 
. 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 
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No.  1.  N.APOLEON’S  ORACULDM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
•f  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
Instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
svery  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  IlOtV  TO  Fl.IRT.— The  arts  and 
wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasd®  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  D.ANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
ta  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
•  irections  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
Aances. 

No.  !i\  HOW  TO  .M.\KE  I.OVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
(ivlng  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHI-ETE. 
— Giving  full  Instruction  foiortho- use  of  diynb- 
bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizemtar, 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle:  containing  over  sixty 
Illustrations 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  ItKCOME  .\  SCIENTISI'. 
— A  useful  and  instructive  book,  giving  a 
complete  treatise  on  chemistry;  also  experi¬ 
ments  In  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics, 
chemistry,  and  directions  for  making  fire¬ 
works  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  HECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy,  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  book  of  Instructions  can 
master  the  art  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  Is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  dlffer- 
•nt  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  Instruc- 
,  tlve  books,  as  It  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  Instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WHITE  UOV E-I.E’rrKRS. 
—A  most  complete  little  book,  containing  full 
directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  young 
and  old. 

No.  12,  HOW  TO  WRITE  I.ETTKRS  TO 
I,AI>IE.H. — Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects:  also 
letters  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  t 
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No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF 
ETIQUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  14,  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  com¬ 
plete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  svrups.  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW'  GAR¬ 
DEN. — Containing  full  instructions  for  con¬ 
structing  a  window  garden  either  in  town  or 
country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for 
raising  beautiful  flowers  at  home. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BE^ME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest,  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  fo  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful.  both  male  and  fenjale.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costUess. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENJERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTA'. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No  21.  HOW'  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  Instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing,  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

,  No.  22.  HOAV  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — 
Holer’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage:  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOAV  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  2.’5.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— 
Containing  full  Instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Em¬ 
bracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT, — Fully  Illustrated.  Full  Instructions 
are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  In¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most  popular 
selections  In  use.  comprising  Dutch  dialect. 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces,  together  with  manv  standard  readings. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TEI.L  FORTUNES. — 
Everyone  Is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  tbis  little  book.  Buy  one  and 
be  coiivini'ed. 

No.  2!)  HOAV  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR. 
—  Every  boy  should  know  how  inventions  orlg- 
any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cts.  per  copy. 


Inatod.  This  hook  explains  them  all,  giving 
examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnet¬ 
ism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

No.  30.  HOAV  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  mon 
instructive  books  on  cookir  g  ever  published.  / 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish.  * 
garrte,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  ' 
and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collec¬ 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  31.  HOAV  TO  BECOME  .A  SPEAKER  , 
— Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con¬ 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  authors 
prose  and  poetrv. 

No.  :i:f.  HOAV  TO  BEHAVE.— Containing 
the  rules  and  etiquette  pf  good  society  and 
the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of 
appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls, 
the  theatre,  chtirch.  and  in  the  drawing-room. 

No.  34.  HOAV  TO  FENC E.— Containing  full 
Instruction  for  fencing  and  the  use  of  the 
broadsword;  also  instruction  in  archery.  De¬ 
scribed  with  twenty-one  practical  Illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  3.’>.  HOAV  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  ‘tc. 

No.  36.  HOAV  TO  SOLVE  »'ONM  N  DRUMS. 

— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day.  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and 
witty  sayings. 

No.  37.  HOAV  TO  KEEP  HOUSE.— It  con¬ 
tains  information  for  "x erybody.  boys,  girls, 
men  and  women;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such 
as  parlor  ornaments.  brackets.  cements. 
Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching 
birds. 

No.  .38.  HOAV  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OAVN 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  containing  use¬ 
ful  and  practical  Information  In  the  treatraeirt 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  tc 
every  family.  Abounding  In  useful  and  effec¬ 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints 

No.  89.  HOAV  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POCLTRl, 
PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS.— A  useful  and  In¬ 
structive  book.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  40.  HOAV  TO  AI.VKK  .AND  SET  TR.APS 
— Including  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles 
weasels,  otter,  tats,  squirrels  and  birds  Alex- 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  HOYS  OF  NKAV  YORK  END 
MEN'S  .lOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  xa- 
rlety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  the  moet 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  mlnatrels  Is 
complete  without  thla  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOVS  OF  NKAA  YttKR 

STl  MP  SPEAKER.  Containing  a  sarlsxl  as- 
8i>rtni»nt  of  stump  speeches  Negro,  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  Jokes  Just  the  thlpf 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  sbe*s 
3  for  25  eta.,  In  money  or  postage  atamps 

168  West  23d  St.  Neir  York. 


